


STRANGE TALES: A STRANGE TALE 


t's said that STRANGE TALES came into being 

because of a hole. The hole, in this case, 
was in the monthly proof sheets for the covers of 
Clayton Magazines and William Clayton,the Company's 
President, was forever looking for titles to fill 
that empty space. At that time, the Clayton group 
of PULPS was a successful one with several top 
sellers, equating to combined monthly circulations 
in the "millions" of copies sold. ASTOUNDING STOR- 
IES (which survives today as ANALOG SCIENCE FACT/ 
SCIENCE FICTION) began Jan./1930 as the first proof 
sheet hole filler to be followed, eventually, by 
STRANGE TALES in Sept./1931. 


ter doubtless noting the renewed success of 
WEIRD TALES, suggested STRANGE TALES. It was a lo- 
gical move on Bates's part: He had several writers 
from the WEIRD TALES stable contributing to his 
ASTOUNDING, including such lights as Hugh B. Cave, 
Jack Williamson, Paul Ernst and Edmond Hamilton. 
At this time, these same writjers were operating at 
their peak and were all generating more fiction 
than either ASTOUNDING or WEIRD TALES could easily 
absorb. Thus Bates had a ready and accessible pool 
of talent with which to set up a_ challenge to "The 
Unique Magazine." 


[2 addition, others of the WEIRD TALES circle 
though strangers to ASTOUNDING (e.g. Robert 
E.Howard, H.P. Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, etc.) 
were lured over to STRANGE TALES by the latter's 
Slightly higher word rates and promise of payment 
upon acceptance. This made STRANGE TALES the qual- 
ity PULP that it became in its year and a half run. 
And for this reason, STRANGE TALES’ has to be con- 

sidered the best of the Clayton line. 
--Will Murray, 25/Apri1/1976 
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The Clayton Standard on a Magazine Guarantees: 


That the stories therein are clean, interesting, vivid, by leading writers of the day and 
purchased under conditions approved by the Authors’ League of Aimcrica; 

That such magazines are manufactured in Union shops by American workmen; 

That each newsdealer and agent is insured a fair profit; 

That an intelligent censorship guards their advertising pages. 


The other Clayton magasines aret 


ACE-HIGH MAGAZINE, RANCH ROMANCES, COWBOY STORIES, CLUES, FIVE-NOVELS 

MONTHTY, ALI. STAR DETECTIVE STORIES, RANGELAND [OVE STORY MAGAZINE, 
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Wolves of Darkness 


A Complete Novelette 
By Jack Williamson 


CHAPTER I ululation, which prickled my body 
: with chills colder than the piercing 

The Tracks in the Snow bite of the motionless, Foeek air. 
NVOLUNTARILY I paused, That unearthly, nerve-shredding 
shuddering, on the snow-cov- sound, I knew, must be the howl- 
ered station platform. A _ ing of the gray prairie or lobo 
strange sound, weird, and wolves, though I had not heard 
somehow appall- them since child- 
ing, filled the hood. But it 
ghostly moon- Strange, strange that there runs carried a note of 
light of the win- with the wolf pack a girl with fierce elemental terror 
ter night. A quav- ae a a which even the 
ering and distant trembling appre- 
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hensions of boyhood had never 
given the voice of the great wolves. 
There was something sharp, broken, 
about that eery clamor, far-off and 
deeply rhythmic as it was. Some- 
thing—and the thought brought a 
numbing chill of fear—which sug- 
gested that the dreadful ululation 
came from straining human throats! 

Striving to shake the phantasy 
from me, I hastened across the icy 





hideously, they closed 
in upow me. 


Swiftly, 





platform, and burst rather  pre- 
cipitately into the dingy waiting 
room. It was brilliantly lit with un- 
shaded electric bulbs. A_ red-hot 
stove filled it with grateful heat. 
But I was less thankful for the 
warmth than for the shutting out 
of that far-away howling. 

Beside the glowing stove a tall 
man sat tense over greasy cards 
spread on the end of a packing box 
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which he held between his knees, 
playing solitaire with strained, fev- 
erish attention. He wore an un- 
gainly leather coat, polished slick 
with wear. One tanned cheek bulged 
with tobacco, and his lips were am- 
ber-stained. 

He seemed oddly startled by my 
abrupt entrance. With a sudden, 
frightened movement, he pushed 
aside the box, and sprang to his 
feet. For a moment his eyes were 
anxiously upon me; then he seemed 
to sigh with relief. He opened the 
stove door, and expectorated into 
the roaring flames, then sank back 
into his chair. 

“Howdy, Mister,” he said, in a 
drawl that was a little strained and 
husky. “You sort of scairt me. You 
was so long comin’ in that I fig- 
gered nobody got off.” 

“I stopped to listen to the 
wolves,” I told him. “They sound 
weird, don’t they?” 


E searched my face with 

strange, fearful eyes. For a 
long time he did not speak. Then 
he said briskly, “Well, Mister, what 
kin I do for ye?” 

As I advanced toward the stove, 
he added, “I’m Mike Connell, the 
station agent.” 

“My name is Clovis McLaurin,” I 
told him. “I want to find my father, 
Dr, Ford McLaurin. He lives on a 
ranch near here.” 

“So you’re Doc McLaurin’s boy, 
eh?” Connell said, warming visibly. 
He rose, smiling and shifting his 
wad of tobacco to the other cheek, 
and took my hand. 

“Yes,” I said. “Have you seen him 
lately? Three days ago I had a 
strange telegram from him. He asked 
me to come at once. It seems that 
he’s somehow in trouble. Do you 
know anything about it?” 

Connell looked at me queerly. 

“No,” he said at last. “I ain’t seen 
him lately, None of ’em off the ranch 
ain’t been in to Hebron for two or 


three weeks. The snow is the deepest 
in years, you know, and it ain’t easy 
to git around. I dunno how they 
could have sent a telegram, though, 
without comin’ to town. And they 
ain’t none of us seen ’em!” 

“Have you got to know Dad?” I 
inquired, alarmed more deeply. 

“No, not to say real well,” the 
agent admitted. “But I seen him and 
Jetton and Jetton’s gal often enough 
when they come into Hebron, here. 
Quite a bit of stuff has come for 
’em to the station, here. Crates and 
boxes, marked like they was scien- 
tific apparatus—I dunno what. But 
a right purty gal, that Stella Jetton. 
Purty as a picture.” 

“It’s three years since I’ve seen 
Dad,” I said, confiding in the agent 
in hope of winning his approval and 
whatever aid he might be able to 
give me in reaching the ranch, over 
the unusual fall of snow that blank- 
eted the West Texas plains. “I’ve 
been in medical college in the East. 
Haven’t seen Dad since he came 
out here to Texas three years ago.” 

“You’re from the East, eh?” 

“New York. But I spent a couple 
of years out here with my uncle 
when I was a kid. Dad inherited the 
ranch from him.” 

“Yeah, old Tom McLaurin was a 
friend of mine,” the agent told me. 


T was three years since my father 

had left the chair of astro- 
physics at an eastern university, to 
come here to the lonely ranch to 
carry on his original experiments. 
The legacy from his brother Tom, 
besides the ranch itself, had in- 
cluded a small fortune in money, 
which had made it possible for him 
to give up his academic position and 
to devote his entire time to the ab- 
struse problems upon which he had 
been working. 

Being more interested in medical 
than in mathematical science, I had 
not followed Father’s work com- 
pletely, though I used to help him 
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with his experiments, when he had 
to perform them in a cramped fiat, 
with pitifully limited equipment. I 
knew, however, that he had worked 
out an extension of Weyl’s non- 
Euclidian geometry in a direction 
quite different from those chosen 
by Eddington and Einstein—and 
whose implications, as regards the 
structure of our universe, were stu- 
pendous. His new theory of the 
wave-electron, which completed the 
wrecking of the Bohr planetary 
atom, had been as sensational. 

The proof his theory required was 
the exact comparison of the velocity 
of beams of light at right angles. 
The experiment required a large, 
open field, with a clear atmosphere, 
free from dust or smoke; hence his 
choosing the ranch as a site upon 
which to complete the work. 

Since I wished to remain in col- 
lege, and could help him no longer, 
he had employed as an assistant and 
collaborator, Dr. Blake Jetton, who 
was himself well known for his re- 
markable papers upon the propa- 
gation of light, and the recent mod- 
ifications of the quantum theory. 

Dr. Jetton, like my father, was 
a widower. He had a single child, 
a daughter named Stella. She had 
been spending several months of 
each year with them on the ranch. 
While I had not seen her many 
times, I could agree with the sta- 
tion agent that she was pretty. As 
a matter of face I had thought 
her singularly attractive. 


HREE days before, I had re- 
ceived the telegram from my 
father. A strangely worded and 
alarming message, imploring me to 
come to him with all possible haste. 
It stated that his life was in danger, 
though no hint had been given as 
to what the danger might be. 
Unable to understand the mes- 
sage, I had hastened to my rooms 
for a few necessary articles—among 
them, a little automatic pistol—and 


had lost no time in boarding a fast 
train. I had found the Texas Pan- 
handle covered with nearly a foot 
of snow—the winter was the most 
severe in several years. And that 
weird and terrible howling had 
greeted me ominously when I swung 
from the train at the lonely village 
of Hebron. 

“The wire was urgent—most ur- 
gent,” I told Connell. “I must get 
out to the ranch to-night, if it’s at 
all possible. You know of any way 
I could go?” 

For some time he was silent, 
watching me, with dread in his 
eyes. 

“No, I don’t,” he said presently. 
“Ten mile to the ranch. And they 
ain’t a soul lives on the road. The 
snow is nigh a foot deep. I doubt 
a car would make it. Ye might git 
Sam Judson to haul you over to- 
morrow in his wagon.” 

“I wonder if ie would take me 
out to-night?” I inquired. 

The agent shook his head un- 
easily, peered nervously out at the 
glistening, moonlit desert of cnow 
beyond the windows, and seemed to 
be listening anxiously. I remem- 
bered the weird, distant howling 
I had heard as I walked across the 
platform, and could hardly restrain 
a shiver of my own. 

“Naw, I think not!” Connell said 
abruptly. “It ain’t healthy to git 
out at night around here, lately.” 


E paused a moment, and then 

asked suddenly, darting a 
quick, uneasy glance at my face, “I 
reckon you heard the howlin’?” 

“Yes. Wolves?” 

“Yeah—anyhow, I reckon = so. 
Queer. Damn queer! They ain’t been 
any loafers around these parts for 
ten years, till we heard ’em jest 
after the last blizzard.” (“Loafer” 
appeared to be a local corruption of 
the Spanish word Jobo applied to 
the gray prairie wolf, which is 
much larger than the coyote, and 
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was a dreaded enemy of the rancher 
in the Southwest until its practical 
extermination.) 

“Seems to be a reg’lar pack of 
the critters rovin’ the range,” Con- 
nell went on. “They’ve killed quite 
a few cattle in the last few weeks, 
and—” he paused, lowering his 
voice, “and five people!” 

“The wolves have killed people!” 
I exclaimed. 

“Yeah,” he said slowly. “Josh 
Wells and his hand were took two 
weeks ago, come Friday, while they 
was out ridin’ the range. And the 


Simms’ are gone. The old man and- 


his woman and little Dolly. Took 
right out of the cow-pen, I reckon, 
while they was milkin’. It ain’t 
two mile out of town to their 
place. Rufe Smith was out that way 
to see ’em Sunday. Cattle dead in 
the pen, and the smashed milk 
buckets lying in a drift of snow 
under the shed. And not a sign of 
Simms and his family!” 

“IT never heard of wolves taking 
people that way!” I was incred- 
ulous. 

Connell shifted his wad of to- 
bacco again, and whispered, “I 
didn’t neither. But, Mister, these 
here ain’t ordinary wolves!” 

“What do you mean?” 
manded. 

“Wall, after the Simms’ was took, 
we got up a sort of posse, and 
went out to hunt the critters. We 
didn’t find no wolves. But we did 
find tracks in the snow. The wolves 
is plumb gone in the daytime! 

“Tracks in the snow,” he repeated 
slowly, as if his mind were dwell- 
ing dazedly upon some remembered 
horror. “Mister, them wolf tracks 
was too tarnation far apart to be 
made by any ordinary beast. The 
critters must ’a’ been jumpin’ thirty 
feet! 

“And they warn’t all wolf tracks, 
neither. Mister, part was wolf 
tracks. And part was tracks of bare 
human feet!” 


I de- 


ITH that, Connell fell silent, 

staring at me strangely, with 
a queer look of utter terror in his 
eyes. 

I was staggered. There was, of 
course, some element of incred- 
ulity in my feelings. But the agent 
did not look at all like the man who 
has just perpetrated a_ successful 
wild story, for there was genuine 
horror in his eyes. And I recalled 
that I had fancied human tones 
in the strange, distant howling I 
had heard. 

There was no good reason to 
believe that I had merely en- 
countered a local _ superstition. 
Widespread as the legends of 
lycanthropy may be, I have yet to 
hear a whispered tale of were- 
wolves related by a West Texan. 
And the agent’s story had been too 
definite and concrete for me to 
imagine it an idle fabrication or an 
ungrounded fear. 

“The message from my father was 
very urgent,” I told Connell pres- 
ently. “I must get out to the ranch 
to-night. If the man you mentioned 
won’t take me, I’ll hire a horse and 
ride.” 

“Judson is a damn fool if he'll 
git out to-night where them wolves 
is!” the agent said with conviction. 
“But there’s nothing to keep ye 
from askin’ him to go. I reckon 
he ain’t gone to bed yet. He lives 
in the white house, jest around the 
corner behind Brice’s store.” 

He stepped out upon the plat- 
form behind me to point the way. 
And as soon as the door was opened, 
we heard again that rhythmic, deep, 
far-off ululation, that weirdly 
mournful howling, from far across 
the moonlit plain of snow. I could 
not repress a shudder. And Connell, 
after pointing out to me Sam Jud- 
son’s house, among the straggling 
few that constituted the village of 
Hebron, got very hastily back in- 
side the depot, and shut the door 
behind him. 
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CHAPTER II 


The Pack that Ran by Moonlight 


AM JUDSON owned and culti- 

vated a farm nearly a mile from 
Hebron, but had moved his house 
into the village so that his wife 
could keep the post-office. I hurried 
toward his house, through the icy 
streets, very glad that Hebron was 
able to afford the luxury of elec- 
tric lights. The distant howling of 
the wolf-pack filled me with a vague 
and inexplicable dread. But it did 
not diminish my determination to 
reach my father’s ranch as soon as 
possible, to solve the riddle of the 
strange and alarming telegram he 
had sent me. 

Judson came to the door when I 
knocked. He was a heavy man, clad 
in faded, patched blue overalls, and 
brown flannel shirt. His head was 
almost completely bald, and his 
naked scalp was tanned until it re- 
sembled brown leather. His wide 
face was covered with a several 
week’s growth of black beard. Ner- 
vously, fearfully, he scanned my 
face. 

He led me to the kitchen, in the 
rear of the house—a small, dingy 
room, the walls covered with an un- 
tidy array of pots and pans. The 
cook stove was hot; he had, from 
appearances, been sitting with his 
feet in the oven, reading a news- 
paper, which now lay on the floor. 

He had me sit down, and, when 
I took the creaking chair, I told 
him my name. He said that he knew 
my father, Dr. McLaurin, who got 
his mail at the post-office which was 
in the front room. But it had been 
three weeks, he said, since anyone 
had been to town from the ranch. 
Perhaps because the snow made 
traveling difficult, he said. There 
were five persons now staying out 
there, he told me. My father and 
Dr. Jetton, his daughter, Stella, and 
two hired mechanics from Amarillo. 

I tola him about the telegram, 


which I had received three days 
before. And he suggested that my 
father, if he had sent it, might have 
come to town at night, and mailed 
it to the telegraph office with the 
money necessary to send it. But he 
thought it strange that he had not 
spoken to anyone, or been seen. 

Then I told Judson that I wanted 
him to drive me out to the ranch, 
at once. At the request his manner 
changed; he seemed frightened! 

“No hurry about starting  to- 
night, is there, Mr. McLaurin?” he 
asked. “We can put you up in the 
spare room, and I’ll take ye over in 
the wagon to-morrow. It’s a long 
drive to make at night.” 


ie ie very anxious to get there,” 
I said. “I’m worried about my 
father. Something was wrong when 
he telegraphed. Very much wrong. 
TI’ll pay you enough to make it 
worth while. 

“It ain’t the money,” he told 
me. “I’d be glad to do it for a 
son of Doc McLaurin’s. But I reck- 
on you heard—the wolves?” 

“Yes, I heard them. And Connell, 
at the station, told me something 
about them. They’ve been hunting 
men?” 

“Yes.” For a little time Judson 
was silent, staring at me with 
Strange eyes from his hairy face. 
Then he said, “And that ain’t all. 
Some of us seen the tracks. And 
they’s men runnin’ with ’em!” 

“But I must get out to see my 
father,” I insisted. “We should be 
safe enough in a wagon. And I 
suppose you have a gun?” 

“IT have a gun, all right,” Jud- 
son admitted. “But I ain’t anxious 
to face them wolves!” 

I insisted, quite ignorant of the 
peril into which I was dragging 
him, Finally, when I offered him 
fifty dollars for the trip, he capit- 
ulated. But he was going, he said 
—and I believed him—more to 
oblige a friend than for the money. 
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He went into the bedroom, where 
his wife was already asleep, roused 
her, and told her he was going to 
make the trip. She was rather 
startled, as I judged from the sound 
of her voice, but mollified when she 
learned that there was to be a profit 
of fifty dollars. 

She got up, a tall and most 
singular figure in a purple flannel 
nightgown, with nightcap to match, 
and busied herself making us a 
pot of coffee on the hot stove, and 
finding blankets for us to wrap 
about us in the farm wagon, for the 
night was very cold. Judson, mean- 
while, lit a kerosene lantern, which 
was hardly necessary in the bril- 
liant moonlight, and went to the 
barn behind the house to get ready 
the vehicle. 


ALF an hour later we were 

driving out of the little vil- 
lage, in a light wagon, behind two 
gray horses, Their hoofs broke 
through the crust of the snow at 
every step, and the wagon wheels 
cut into it steadily, with a curious 
crunching sound. Our progress was 
slow, and I anticipated a tedious 
trip of several hours. 

We sat together on the spring 
seat, heavily muffled up, with blank- 
ets over our knees. The air was 
bitterly cold, but there was no wind, 
and I expected to be comfortable 
enough. Judson had strapped on an 
ancient revolver, and we had a re- 
peating rifle and a double barrel 
shotgun leaning against our knees. 
But despite our arms, I could not 
quite succeed in quieting the vague 
fears raised by the wolf-pack, whose 
quavering, unearthly wail was never 
still. 

Once outside the village of Heb- 
ron, we were surrounded on all sides 
by a white plain of snow, almost as 
level as qa table-top. It was broken 
only by the insignificant rows of 
posts which supported wire fences; 
these fences seemed to be Judson’s 


only land-marks. The sky was flood- 
ed with ghostly opalescence, and a 
million diamonds of frost glittered 
on the snow. 

For perhaps an hour and a half, 
nothing remarkable happened. The 
lights of Hebron grew pale and 
faced behind us. We passed no hab- 
itation upon the illimitable desert 
of snow. The eery, heart-stilling 
ululation of the wolves, however, 
grew continually louder. 

And presently the uncanny, wail- 
ing sounds changed position. Jud- 
son quivered beside me, and spoke 
nervously to the gray _ horses, 
plodding on through the snow. Then 
he turned to face me, spoke shortly. 

“I figger they’re sweeping in be- 
hind us, Mr. McLaurin.” 

“Well, if they do, you can haul 
some of them back, to skin to- 
morrow,” I told him. I had meant it 
to sound cheerful. But my voice 
was curiously dry, and its tones 
rang false in my ears. 


OR some minutes more we 
drove on in silence. 

Suddenly I noticed a change in 
the cry of the pack. 

The deep, strange rhythm of it 
was suddenly quickened. Its eery 
wailing plaintiveness seemed to give 
place to a quick, eager yelping. But 
it was still queerly unfamiliar. And 
there was something weirdly ven- 
triloquial about it, so that we could 
not tell precisely from which di- 
rection it came, The rapid, belling 
notes seemed to come from a dozen 
points scattered over the brilliant, 
moonlit waste behind us. 

The horses became alarmed. They 
pricked up their ears, looked back, 
and went on more eagerly. I saw 
that they were trembling. One of 
them snorted suddenly. The abrupt 
sound jarred my jangled nerves, 
and I clutched convulsively at the 
side of the wagon. 

Judson held the reins firmly, with 
his feet braced against the end of 
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the wagon box. He was speaking 
softly and soothingly to the quiv- 
ering grays; but for that, they 
might already have been running. 
He turned to me and muttered: 

“I’ve heard wolves. And they 
don’t sound like that. Them ain’t 
ordinary wolves!” 

And as I listened fearfully to the 
terrible baying of the pack, I knew 
that he was right. Those strange 
ululations had an unfamiliar, an 
alien, note. There was a weird, ter- 
rible something about the howling 
that was not of this earth. It is 
hard to describe it, because it was 
so utterly foreign. It comes to me 
that if there are wolves on the 
ancient, age-dead deserts of Mars, 
they might cry 1n just that way, as 
they run some helpless creature to 
merciless death. 

Malevolent were those belling 
notes, foul and hateful. Rioting 
with an infernal power of evil alien 
to this earth. Strong with the primal 
wickedness of the cosmic wastes. 

“Reckon they are on the trail,” 
Judson said suddenly, in a low, 
strained voice. “Look behind us.” 


TURNED in the spring seat, 

peered back over the limitless 
flat desolation of sparkling, moon- 
lit snow. For a few minutes I 
strained my eyes in vain, though the 
terrible belling of the unseen pack 
grew swiftly louder. 

Then I saw leaping gray specks, 
far behind us across the snow. By 
rights, a wolf should have floun- 
dered rather slowly through the 
thick snow, for the crust was not 
strong enough tp hold up so heavy 
an animal. But the things I saw— 
fleet, formless gray shadows—were 
coming by great bounds, with 
astounding speed. 

“I see them,” I told Judson trem- 
ulously. 

“Take the lines,” he said, push- 
ing the reins at me, and snatching 
up the repeating rifle. 


He twisted in the seat, and began 
to fire. 

The horses were trembling and 
snorting. Despite the cold, sweat 
Was raining from their heaving 
bodies. Abruptly, after Judson had 
begun to shoot, they took the bits 
in their teeth and bolted, plunging 
and floundering through the snow, 
dragging the wagon. Tug and jerk 
at the reins as I would, I could do 
nothing with them. 

Judson had soon emptied the riffe. 
I doubt that he had hit any of the 
howling animals that ran behind 
us, for accurate shooting from the 
swaying, jolting wagon would have 
been impossible. And our wildly 
bounding pursuers would have been 
difficult marks, even if the wagon 
had been still. 

Judson dropped the empty rifle 
into the wagon box, and turned a 
white, frightened face toward me. 
His mouth was open, his eyes pro- 
truding with terror. He shouted 
something incoherent, which I did 
not grasp, and snatched at the reins. 
Apparently insane with fear, he 
cursed the leaping grays, and lashed 
at them, as if thinking to outrun 
the pack, 


OR a little time I clung to the 

side of the rocking ‘wagon. 
Then the snorting horses turned 
suddenly, almost breaking the 
wagon tongue. We were nearly up- 
set. The spring seat was dislodged 
from its position, and fell into the 
wagon box. I was thrown half over 
the side of the wagon. For another 
agonized moment I tried to scramble 
back. Then the grays plunged for- 
ward again, and I was flung into 
the snow. 

I broke through the thin crust. 
The thick, soft snow beneath 
checked the force of my fall. In 
a few moments I had floundered to 
my feet, and was clawing madly*at 
my face, to get the white, powdery 
stuff away from my eyes. 
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The wagon was already a hundred 
yards away. The fear-maddened 
horses were still running, with Jud- 
son standing erect in the wagon, 
sawing wildly at the reins, but 
powerless to curb them. They had 
been turning abruptly when I was 
thrown out. 

Now they were plunging back to- 
ward the weirdly baying pack! 

Judson, screaming and cursing, 
crazed with terror, was. being 
carried back toward the dimly seen, 
gray, leaping shapes whose uncanny 
howling sobbed so dreadfully 
through the moonlight. 

Horror came over me, like a great, 
soul-chilling wave. I felt an insane 
desire to run across the snow, to 
run and run until I could not hear 
the wailing of the strange pack. 
With an effort I controlled myself, 
schooled my _ trembling limbs, 
swallowed to wet my dry throat. 

I knew that my poor, floundering 
run could never distance the amaz- 
ingly fleet gray shapes that bounded 
through the silver haze of moon- 
light toward the wagon. And I re- 
minded myself that I had a weap- 
on, a .25 caliber automatic pistol, 
slung beneath my shoulder. Some- 
thing about the strange message 
from my father had made me fasten 
on the deadly little weapon, and 
slip a few extra clips of ammunition 
into my pockets. 

With trembling hands, I pulled 
off a glove and fumbled inside my 
garments for the little weapon. 


T last I drew out the heavy 

little automatic, gratefully 
warm with the heat of my body, and 
snapped back the slide to be sure 
that a cartridge was in the chamber. 
Then I stood there, in a bank of 
powdery snow that came nearly to 
my knees, and waited. 

The dismal, alien howling of the 
pack froze me into a queer paralysis 
of fear. And then I was the horrified 
spectator of a ghastly tragedy. 


The wagon must have been four 
hundred yards from me, across the 
level, glistening snow, when the 
dim gray shapes of the baying pack 
left the trail and ran straight across 
toward it. I saw little stabs of 
yellow flame, heard sharp reports 
of guns, and the thin, whistling 
screams of bullets. Judson, I sup- 
pose, had dropped the reins and 
was trying to defend himself with 
the rifle and shotgun, and his old- 
fashioned revolver. 

The vague gray shapes sur- 
rounded the wagon. I heard the 
scream of an agonized horse—ex- 
cept for the unearthly howling of 
that pack, the most terrible, nerve- 
wracking sound I know. A strug- 
gling mass of faintly seen figures 
seemed to surround the wagon. 
There were a few more shots, 
then a shriek, which rang fearfully 
over the snow, bearing an agony of 
pain and terror that is inconceiv- 
able. . . . I knew it came from 
Judson. 

After that, the only sound was the 
strange, blood-congealing belling of 
the pack—an awful outcry that had 
not been stilled. 

Soon—fearfully soon—that alien 
ululation seemed to be drawing 
nearer. And I saw gray shapes come 
bounding down the trail, away from 
the grim scene of the tragedy—to- 
ward me! 


CHAPTER III 
The Wolf and the Woman 


CAN give no conception of the 
stark, maddened terror that 
seized me when I knew that the 
gray animals were running on my 
trail. My heart seemed to pause, 
until I thought I would grow dizzy 
and fall. Then it was thumping 
loudly in my throat. My body was 
suddenly cold with sweat. My mus- 
cles knotted until I was gripping 
the automatic with painful force. 
I had determined not to run, for 
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it was madness to try to escape the 
pack. But my resolution to stand 
my ground was nothing in the face 
of the fear that obsessed me. 

I plunged across the level waste 
of snow. My feet broke through the 
thin crust. I floundered along, with 
laboring lungs. The snow seemed 
tripping me like a malevolent de- 
mon, Many times I stumbled, it 
seemed. And twice I sprawled in 
the snow, and scrambled desperately 
to my feet, and struggled on again, 
sobbing with terror, gasping in the 
cold air. 

But my flight was cut short. The 
things that ran behind me could 
travel many times faster than I. 
Turning, when I must have gone 
less than a hundred yards, I saw 
them drawing near behind me, still 
vague gray shapes in the moon- 
light. I now perceived that only two 
had followed. 

Abruptly I recalled the little 
automatic in my hand. I raised it, 
and emptied it, firing as rapidly 
as I could. But if I hit either of 
those bounding gray figures, they 
certainly were invulnerable to my 
bullets. 

I had sought in my pocket for 
another clip, and was trying with 
quivering fingers to slip it into 
the gun, when those things came 
near enough, in a milky haze of 
moonlight, to be seen distinctly. 
Then my hands closed in rigid pa- 
ralysis upon the gun—I was too 
astounded and unstrung to complete 
the operation of loading. 

One of those two gray shapes 
was a wolf. A gaunt prairie wolf, 
covered with long, shaggy hair. A 
huge beast, he must have stood three 
feet high at the shoulder. He was 
not standing now, however, but 
coming toward me with great leaps 
that covered many yards. His great 
eyes glowed with a weird, greenish, 
unnatural light — terrible and 
strange and somehow hypnotic. 

And the other was a girl. 


T was incredible. It numbed and 

staggered my terror-dazed mind. 
At first I thought it must be a 
hallucination. But as she came 
nearer, advancing with long, bound- 
ing steps, as rapidly as the gray 
wolf, I could no longer discredit 
my eyes. I recalled the weird sug- 
gestion of a human voice I had 
caught in the unearthly cry of the 
pack; recalled what Connell and 
Judson had told me of human foot- 
prints mingled with those of wolves 
in the trail the pack had left. 

She was clad very lightly, to be 
abroad in the bitter cold of the 
winter night. Apparently, she wore 
only a torn, flimsy slip, of thin 
white silk, which hung from one 
shoulder, and came not quite to her 
knees. Her head was bare, and her 
hair, seeming in the moonlight to 
be an odd, pale yellow, was short 
and tangled. Her smooth arms and 
small hands, her legs, and even her 
flashing feet, were bare. Her skin 
was white, with a cold, leprous, 
bloodless whiteness, Almost as 
white as the snow. 

And her eyes shone green. 

They were like the gray wolf’s 
eyes, blazing with a terrible emerald 
flame, with the fire of an alien, un- 
earthly life. They were malevolent, 
merciless, hideous. They were cold 
as the cosmic wastes beyond the 
light of stars. They burned with an 
evil light, with a malicious intelli- 
gence, stronger and more fearful 
than that of any being on earth. 

Across her lips, and her cheeks of 
alabaster whiteness, was a darkly 
red and dripping smear, almost 
black by moonlight. 

I stood like a wooden man, nerve- 
less with incredulous horror. 

On came the girl and the wolf, 
springing side by side through the 
snow. They seemed to have preter- 
natural strength, an agility beyond 
that of nature. 

As they came nearer, I received 
another shock of terror. 
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The woman’s face was familiar, 
for all its dreadful pallor and the 
infernal evil of the green, luminous 
eyes, and the red stain on her lips 
and cheeks. She was a girl whom 
I had known. A girl whom I had 
admired, whom I had even dreamed 
that I might come to love. 

She was Stella Jetton! 

This girl was the lovely daughter 
of Dr. Biake Jetton, whom, as I 
have said, my father had brought 
with him to this Texas ranch, to 
assist with his revolutionary experi- 
ments, 


T came to me that she had been 

changed in some fearful way. 
For this could be no sane, ordinary 
human girl—this strange, green- 
eyed being, half-clad, white-skinned, 
who ran over the moonlit snow be- 
side a gaunt gray wolf, with 
dripping red upon her fearfully 
pallid skin! 

“Stella!” I cried. 

More a scream of frightened, 
anguished unbelief, than a human 
voice, the name came from my fear- 
parched throat. I was startled at 
my own cali, hoarse, inchoate, gasp- 
ing. 

The huge gray wolf came directly 
at me, as if it were going to spring 
at my throat. But it stopped a dozen 
feet before me, crouching in the 
snow, watching me with alert and 
strange intelligence in its dreadful 
green eyes. 

And the woman came _ even 
nearer, before she paused, standing 
with bare feet in the snow, and 
stared at me with terrible eyes like 
those of the wolf—luminous and 
green and filled with an evil, alien 
will. 

The face, ghastly white, and fear- 
fully red-stained as it was, was the 
face of Stella Jetton. But the eyes 
were not hers! No, the eyes were 
not Stella’s! 

They were the eyes of some hid- 
eous monstrosity. The eyes of some 


inconceivable, malevolent entity, 
from some frozen hell of the far- 
off, night-black cosmic void! 

Then she spoke. The voice had 
some little of its old, familiar ring. 
But there was a new, strange note 
in it. A note that bore the foreign, 
menacing mystery of the eyes and 
the leprous skin. A note that had a 
suggestion of the dismal, wailing 
ululation of the pack that had fol- 
lowed us. 

“Yes, Stella Jetton,” the dreadful 
voice said. “What are you called? 
Are you Clovis McLaurin? Did you 
receive a telegram?” 

She did not know me, apparently. 
Even the wording of her sentences 
was a little strange, as if she were 
speaking a language with which she 
was not very familiar. The delight- 
ful, human girl I had known was 
fearly changed: it was as if her 
fair body had been seized by some 
demoniac entity. 


T occurred to me that she must 

be afflicted with some form of 
insanity, which had given her the 
almost preternatural strength which 
she had displayed in running with 
the wolf-pack, Cases of lycanthropy, 
in which the suffered imagines him- 
self a wolf—or sometimes a tiger 
or some other animal—and imitates 
its actions, have been common 
enough in the annals of the insane. 
But if this is lycanthropy, I 
thought, it must indeed be a 
singular case. 

“Yes, I’m Clovis McLaurin,” I 
said, in a shaken voice. “I got Dad’s 
telegram three days ago. Teil me 
what’s wrong—why he worded the 
message as he did!” 

“Nothing is wrong, my friend,” 
this strange woman said. “We 
merely desired your assistance with 
certain experiments, of a _ great 
strangeness, which we are under- 
taking to perform. Your father now 
waits at the ranch, and I came to 
conduct you to him.” 
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This singular speech was almost 
incredible. I could accept it only 
on the assumption that the speaker 
suffered from some dreadful de- 
rangement of the mind. 

“You came to meet me?” I ex- 
claimed, fighting the horror that 
almost overwhelmed me. “Stella, 
you mustn’t be out in the cold with- 
out more wraps. You must take my 
coat.” 

I began to strip off the garment. 
But, as I had somehow expected, 
she refused to accept it. 

“No, I do not need it,” her 
strange voice told me. “The cold 
does not harm this body. And you 
must come with us, now. Your 
father waits for us at the house, to 
perfoym the great experiment.” 

She said us! It gave me new 
horror to notice that she thus 
classed the huge gaunt wolf with 
herself. 

Then she sprang forward with an 
incredible agility, leaping through 
the snow in the direction in which 
Judson and I had been traveling. 
With a naked, dead-white arm, she 
beckoned me to follow. And the 
great, gray wolf sprang behind me. 

Nerved to sudden action, I re- 
called the half-loaded automatic in 
_ my hand. I snapped the fresh clip 
into position, jerked back the slide 
_mechanism to get a cartridge into 

the breech, and then emptied the 
' gun into that green-orbed wolf. 


STRANGE composure had 

come over me. My motions 
‘were calm enough, almost deliberate. 
I know that my hand did not shake. 
The wolf was standing still, only a 
‘few yards away. It is unlikely that 
I missed him at all, impossible that 
I missed him with every shot. 

I know that I hit him several 
times, for I heard the bullets drive 
into his gaunt body, saw the ani- 
mal jerk beneath their impact, and 
noticed gray hairs float from it in 
the moonlight. | 


But he did not fall. His terrible 
green eyes never wavered in their 
sinister stare of infernal evil. 

Just as the gun was empty—it had 
taken me only a few seconds to fire 
the seven shots—I heard an angry, 
wolfish snarl from the woman, from 
the strange monster that Stella 
Jetton had become. I had _ half 
turned when her white body came 
hurtling at me like a projectile. 

I went down beneath her, in- 
stinctively raising an arm to guard 
my throat. It is well that I did, for 
I felt her teeth sinking into my 
arm and shoulder, as we fell to- 
gether into the snow. 

I am sure that I screamed with 
the horror of it. 

I fought at her madly, until I 
heard her strange, non-human voice 
again, 

“You need not be afraid,” it said. 
“We are not going to kill you. We 
wish you to aid with a greatly re- 
markable experiment. For that rea- 
son, you must come with us. Your 
father waits. The wolf is our friend, 
and will not harm you. And your 
weapon will not hurt it.” 

A curious, half-articulate yelp 
came from the throat of the great 
wolf, which had not moved since I 
shot at it, as if it had understood 
her words and gave affirmation. 

The woman was still upon me, 
holding me fiat in the snow, her 
bared, bloody teeth above my face, 
her fingers sunk claw-like into my 
body with almost  preternatural 
strength. A low, bestial, growling 
sound came from her throat, and 
then she spoke again. 

“You will now come with us, to 
the house where your father waits, 
to perform the experiment?” she 
demanded in that terrible voice, 
with its suggestion of the wolf- 
pack’s weird cry. _ 

“I'll come,” I agreed, relieved 
somewhat to discover that the 
strange pair of beasts did not pro- 
pose to devour me on the spot. 
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The woman—I cannot call her 
Stella, for except in body, she was 
not Stella!—helped me to my feet. 
She made no objection when I bent, 
and picked up the automatic, which 
lay in the snow, and slipped it into 
my coat pocket. 


HE and the gaunt gray wolf, 

which my bullets had _ so 
strangely failed to kill, leaped away 
together over the moonlit snow. I 
followed, floundering along as rap- 
idly as I could, my mind filled with 
confused and terror-numbed conjec- 
ture. 

There was now no doubt remain- 
ing in my mind that the woman 
thought herself a member of the 
wolf-pack, no doubt that she 
actually was a member. A curious 
sympathy certainly seemed to exist 
between her and the great gaunt 
wolf beside her. 

It must be some strange form of 
lunacy, I thought, though I had 
never read of a lycanthrope whose 
symptoms were exaggerated to the 
terrible extent that hers appeared to 
be. It is well known that maniacs 
have unnatural strength, but her 
feats of running and leaping across 
the snow were almost beyond rea- 
son. 

But there was that about her 
which even the theory of insanity 
did not explain. The corpse-like pal- 
lor of her skin; the terrible green 
luminosity of her eyes; the way she 
spoke—as if English were an un- 
familiar tongue to her, but half 
mastered. And there was something 
even more indefinite: a strangeness 
that smacked of the alien life of 
forbidden universes! 

The pace set for me by the woman 
and the wolf was mercilessly rapid. 
Stumble along as best I could, I was 
unable to move as fast as they 
wished. Nor was I allowed to fall 
behind, for when I lagged, the wolf 
came back, and snarled at me men- 
acingly. 


Before I had floundered along 
many miles, my lungs were aching, 
and I was half blind with fatigue. 
I stumbled and sprawled in the soft 
snow a last time. My tortured mus- 
cles refused to respond when I tried 
to rise. I lay there, ready to endure 
whatever the wolf might do, rather 
than undergo the agony of further 
effort. 

But this time the woman came 
back. I was half unconscious, but 
I realized vaguely that she was lift- 
ing me, raising me to her shoul- 
ders. After that, my eyes were 
closed; I was too weary to watch 
my surroundings. But I knew dimly, 
from my sensations of swaying, that 
I was being carried. 

Presently the toxins of exhaustion 
overcame my best efforts to keep 
my senses. I fell into the deep 
sleep of utter fatigue, forgetting 
that my limbs were growing very 
cold, and that I was being borne 
upon the back of a woman endowed 
with the instincts of a wolf and the 
strength of a demon; a woman who, 
when I had last seen her, had been 
all human and lovable! 


CHAPTER IV 
A Strange Homecoming 


EVER can I forget the sensa- 
tions of my awakening. I 
opened my eyes upon gloom re- 
lieved but faintly by dim red light. 
I lay upon a bed or couch, swathed 
in blankets. Hands that even to my 
chilled body seemed ice-cold were 
chafing my arms and legs. And ter- 
rible greenish orbs were swimming 
above in the terrible crimson dark- 
ness, staring down at me, horribly. 
Alarmed, recalling what had hap- 
pened in the moonlight as a vague, 
hideous nightmare, I collected my 
scattered senses, and struggled to 
a sitting position among the 
blankets. . 
It is odd, but the first definite 
thing that came to my confused 
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brain was an impression of the ugly 
green flowers in monotonous rows 
across the dingy, brown-stained wall 
paper. In the red light that filled 
the room they appeared unpleas- 
antly black, but still they awakened 
an ancient memory. I knew that I 
was in the dining room of the old 
ranch house, where I had come to 
spend two years with my uncle, 
Tom McLaurin, many years before. 

The weirdly illuminated chamber 
was sparsely furnished. The couch 
upon which I lay stood against one 
wall. Opposite was a long table, 
with half a dozen chairs pushed 
under it. Near the end of the room 
was a large heating stove, with a 
full scuttle of coal and a box of 
split pine kindling behind it. 

There was no fire in the stove, 
and the room was very cold. My 
breath was a white cloud in that 
frosty atmosphere. The dim crim- 
son light came from a small electric 
lantern standing on the long table. 
It had been fitted with a red bulb, 
probably for use in a photographer’s 
dark room. 

All those impressions I must have 
gathered almost subconsciously, for 
my horrified mind was absorbed 
with the persons in the room. 

My father was bending over me, 
rubbing my hands. And Stella was 
chafing my feet, which stuck out 
beneath the blankets. 

And my father was changed as 
weirdly, as dreadfully, as the girl, 
Stella! — 

His skin was a cold, bloodless 
white—white with the pallor of 
death. His hands, against my own, 
felt fearfully cold—as cold as those 
of a frozen corpse. And his eyes, 
watching me with a strange, terrible 
alertness, shone with a_ greenish 
light. 

His eyes were like Stella’s—and 
like those of the great gray wolf. 
They were agleam with the fire of 
cosmic evil, with the light of an 
alien, hellish intelligence! 


ND the woman—the dread 

thing that had been lovely 
Stella—was unchanged. Her skin 
was still fearfully pallid, and her 
eyes strange and luminously green. 
The stain was still on her pale 
face, appearing black in the som- 
ber crimson light. 

There was no fire in the stove. 
But, despite the bitter cold of the 
room, the woman was still clad as 
she had been before, in a _ sheer 
slip of white silk, half torn from 
her white body. My father—or that 
which had once been my father— 
wore only a light cotton shirt, with 
the sleeves torn off, and a pair of 
ragged trousers. His feet and arms 
were bare. 

Another fearful thing I noticed. 
My breath, as I said, condensed in 
white clouds of frozen crystals, in 
the frigid air. But no white mists 
came from Stella’s nostrils, or from 
my father’s. 

From outside, I could hear the 
dismal, uncanny keening of the 
running pack. And from time to 
time the two looked uneasily toward 
the door, as if anxious to go to 
join them. 

I had been sitting up, staring 
confusedly and incredulously about, 
before my father spoke. 

“We are glad to see you, Clovis,” 
he said, rather stiffly, and without 
emotion, not at all in his usual 
jovial, affectionate manner. “You 
seem to be cold. But you will pres- 
ently be normal again. We have sur- 
prising need of you, in the perform- 
ance of an experiment, which we 
cannot accomplish without your as- 
sistance.” 

He spoke slowly, uncertainly, as 
a foreigner. might who has at- 
tempted to learn English from a 
dictionary. I was at a loss to under- 
stand it, even if I assumed that he 


and Stella both suffered from a 


mental derangement. 
And his voice was somehow 
whining; it carried a note weirdly 
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suggestive of the howling of the 
pack. 

“You wili help us?” Stella de- 
manded in the same dreadful tones. 

“Explain it! Please explain every- 
thing!” I burst out. “Or Tl go 
crazy! Why were you running with 
the wolves? Why are your eyes so 
bright and green, your skins so 
deathly white? Why are you both so 
cold? Why the red light? Why 
don’t you have a fire?” 

I babbled my questions, while 
they stood there in the strange 
room, and silently stared at me 
with their horrible eyes. 


OR minutes, perhaps, they were 

silent. Then an expression of 
crafty intelligence came into my 
father’s eyes, and he spoke again 
in those fearful tones, with their 
ring of the baying pack. 

“Clovis,” he said, “you know we 
came here for purposes of studying 
science. And a great discovery has 
been ours to make; a huge dis- 
covery relating to the means of life. 
Our bodies, they are changed, as 
you appear to see. Better machines 
they have become; stronger they 
are. Cold harms them not, as it 
does yours. Even our sight is better, 
so bright lights we no longer need. 

“But we are yet lacking of per- 
fect success. Our minds were 
changed, so that we do not remem- 
ber all that once it had been ours 
to accomplish. And it is you whom 
we desire to be our assistant in re- 
placing a machine of ours, that has 
been broken. It is you that we wish 
to aid us, so that to all humanity 
we may bring the gift of the new 
life, that is ever strong, and knows 
not death. All people we would 
change with the new science that 
it has been ours to discover.” 

“You mean you want to make the 
human race into monsters like your- 
selves?” I cried: 

My father snarled ferociously, 
like a beast of prey. 


“All men will receive the gift of 
life like ours,’ his strange voice 
said. “Death will be no more. And 
your aid is required by us—and it 
we will have!” There was intense, 
malefic menace in his tones. “It is 
yours to be our aid. You will refuse 
not!” 

He stood before me with bared 
teeth and with white fingers hooked 
like talons, 

“Sure, I’ll help you,” I contrived 
to utter, in a shaken voice. “I’m not 
a very brilliant experimenter, how- 
ever.” It appeared that to refuse 
would be a means of committing 
very unpleasant suicide. 


RIUMPHANT cunning shone 

in those menacing green eyes, 
the evil cunning of the maniac who 
has just perpetrated a clever trick. 
But it was even more than that; it 
was the crafty look of supreme evil 
in contemplation of further vic- 
tory. 

“You can come now, in order to 
see the machine?” Stella demanded. 

“No,” I said hastily, and sought 
reasons for delay. “I am cold. I 
must light a fire and warm myself. 
Then I am hungry, and very tired. 
I must eat and sleep.” All of which 
was very true. My body had been 
chilled through, during my hours 
on the snow. My limbs were trem- 
bling with ¢old. 

The two looked at each other. 
Unearthly sounds passed between 
them, incoherent, animal whinings. 
Such, instead of words, seemed to 
be their natural speech; the English 
they spoke seemed only an inac- 
curately and recently learned 
tongue. 

“True,” my father said to mé 
again, in a moment. He looked at 
the stove. “Start a fire if you must. 
What you need is there?” He 
pointed inquiringly toward coal and 
kindling, as if fire were something 
new and unfamiliar to him. 

“We must go without,” he added. 
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“Light of fire is hurtful to us, as 
cold is to you. And in other room, 
called—” he hesitated perceptibly, 
“kitchen, will be food. There we 
will wait.” 

He and the white girl glided si- 
lently from the room. 

Shivering with cold, I hurried 
to the stove. All the coals in it 
were dead; there had been no fire 
in it for many hours, none, perhaps, 
for several days, I shook down the 
ashes, lit a ball of crumpled news- 
paper with a match I found in my 
pocket, dropped it on the grate, 
and filled the stove with pine and 
coal, In a few minutes I had a roar- 
ing fire, before which I crouched 
gratefully. 


N a few minutes the door was 

opened slowly. Stella, first peer- 
ing carefully, apparently to see if 
these was light in the room, stepped 
cautiously inside. The stove was 
tightly closed, no light escaped 
from it. 

The pallid, green-eyed woman had 
her arms full of food, a curious 
assortment that had evidently been 
collected in the kitchen in a hap- 
hazard manner. There were two 
loaves of bread, a slab of raw bacon, 
an unopened can of coffee, a large 
sack of salt, a carton of oatmeal, 
a can of baking powder, a dozen 
tins of canned foods, and even a 
bottle of stove polish. 

“You eat this?” she inquired, in 
her strangely animal voice, dropping 
the articles on the table. 

It was almost ludicrous; and 
foo, it was somehow terrible. She 
seemed to have no conception of 
human alimentary needs. 

Comfortably warm again, and 
feeling very hungry, I went over to 
the table, and examined the odd 
assortment. I selected a loaf of 
bread, a tin of salmon, and one of 
apricots, for my immediate use. 

“Some of these things are to be 
eaten as they are,” I ventured, won- 


dering what her response would be. 


“And some of them have to be 
cooked.” 

“Cooked?” she demanded quickly. 
“What is that?” 

Then, while I was silent, dazed 
with astonishment, she added a 
terrible question. 

“Does it convey that they must 
be hot and bleeding from the 
animal?” 

“No!” I cried. “No. To cook a 
food one heats it. Usually adding 
seasonings, such as salt. A rather 
complicated process, requiring con- 
siderable skill.” 

“I see,” she said. “And you must 
consume such articles, to keep your 
body whole?” 

I admitted that I did, and then re- 
marked that I needed a can cutter, 
to get at the food in the tins. First 
inquiring about the appearance of 
the implement, she hurried to the 
kitchen, and soon returned with 
one. 

Presently my father came back 
into the room. Both of them 
watched me with their strange green 
eyes as I ate. My appetite failed 
somewhat, but I drew the meal out 


as long as possible, in order to 


defer whatever they might intend 
for me after I had finished. 


OTH of them asked many 

questions. Questions similar to 
Stella’s query about cooking, touch- 
ing subjects with which an ordinary 
child is familiar. But they were not 
stupid questions—no, indeed! Both 
of them evinced a cleverness that 
was almost preternatural. They 
never forgot, and I was astounded | 
at their skill in piecing together 
the facts I gave them, to form 
others. 

Their green eyes watched me 
very curiously when, unable to 
drag out the pretense of eating any 
longer, I produced a cigarette and 
sought a match to light it. Both of 
them howled, as if in agony, when 
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the feeble yellow flame of the 
match flared up. They covered their 
strange green eyes, and leaped back, 
cowering and trembling. 

“Kill it!’ my father 
ferociously. 

I flicked out the tiny flame, 
startled at its results. 

They uncovered their terrible 
green eyes, blinking. It was several 
minutes before they seemed com- 
pletely recovered from their amaz- 
ing fear of the light. 

“Make light no more when we 
are near,” my father growled at 
me. “We will tear your body if 
you forget!” His teeth were bared; 
his lips curled like those of a 
wolf; he snarled at me frightfully. 

Stella ran to an east window, 
raised the blind, peered nervously 
out. I saw that the dawn was 
coming. She whined strangely at 
my father. He seemed uneasy, like 
an animal at bay. His huge green 
eyes rolled from side to side. He 
turned anxiously to me. 

“Come,” he said. “The machine 
which we with your aid will repair 
is in the cellar beneath the house. 
The day comes. We must go.” 

“I can’t go,” I said. “I’m dog 
tired; been up ail night. I’ve got 
to rest, before I work on any 
machine. I’m so sleepy I can’t 
think.” 

He whined curiously at Stella 
again, as if he were speaking in 
some strange wolf-tongue. She re- 
plied in kind, then spoke to me. 

“If rest is needful to the work- 
.ing of your body, you may sfeep 
till the light is gone. Follow.” 


snaried 


HE opened the door at the end 
of the room, led me into a dark 
hall, and from it into a smal! dbed- 
room. It contained a narrow bed, 
two chairs, a dresser, and wardrobe 
trunk, 
“Try not to go.” she snarled 
warningly, at the door, “or we will 
follow you over the snow™ 


The door clesed and I was aione. 
A key grated ominously in the lock. 
The little room was cold and dark. 
I scrambled hastily inte the bed, 
and for a time I lay there, listen- 
ing. 

The dreadful howling of the wolf- 
pack, which tad never stilled 
through ali the night, seemed to be 
growing louder, drawing nearer. 
Presently it ceased, with a few 
sharp, whining yelps, apparently 
just outside the window. The pack 
had come here, with the dawn! 

As the increasing light of day 
filled the little room, I raised my- 
self in the bed to scrutinize its 
contents again. It was a neat 
chamber, freshly papered. The 
dresser was covered with a gay 
silk scarf, and on it, in orderly 
array, were articles of the feminine 
toilet. A few dresses, a vivid beret, 
and a bright sweater were hanging 
under a curtain in the corner of 
the room. On the wali was a pic- 
ture—of myself! 

It came to me that this must be 
Stella’s room, into which I ‘had 
been locked te sleep wrtil night 
had come again. But what weird and 
horrible thing had happened te 
the piri since I had seen her last? 

Presently I examined the win- 
dews with a view to escape. There 
were two of them, facing the east. 
Heavy wooden bars had been fas- 
tened across them, on the outside, so 
close together that I could not hope 
te squeeze between them. Aad a 
survey of the room revealed no ob- 
ject with which they could be easily 
sawed. 

But I was too sleepy and ex- 
hausted to attempt escape. At 
thought of the ten weary miles t 
Hebron, through the thick, soft 
snow, I abandoned the idea. [ knew. 
that, tired as I already was, I could 
never cevwer the distance in the 
short winter day. And I chuddered 
at the thought pf being caught on 
the snow by the pack. 
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I lay down again in Stella’s clean 
bed, about which a slight fragrance 
of perfume still lingered, and was 
soon asleep. My siumber, though 
deep, was troubled. But no night- 
mare could be as hideous as the 
reality from which I had found a 
few hours’ escape. 


CHAPTER V 
The Machine in the Cellar 


SLEPT through most of the 

short winter day. When I woke 
it was sunset. Gray light feil 
athwart the illimitable flat desert 
of snow outside my barred windows, 
and the pale disk of the moon, near 
the full, was rising in the darken- 
ing eastern sky. No human habita- 
tion was in view, in all the stretch- 
ing miles of that white waste. I feit 
a sharp sense of utter loneliness. 

I could look for no outside aid 
in coping with the strange and 
alarming situation into which I had 
stumbled. If I were to escape from 
these dread monsters who wore the 
bodies of those dearest to me, it 
must be by my own efforts. And ia 
my hands alone rested the task of 
finding from what evil malady they 
suffered, and how to restore them to 
their old, dear selves. 

Once more I examined the stout 
wooden bars across the windows. 
They seemed strongly nailed to the 
wall on either side. I found no 
tool that looked adequate to cutting 
them. My matches were still in my 
pocket, however, and it occurred to 
me that I might burn the bars. But 
there was no time for such an un- 
dertaking before the darkness would 
bring back my captors, nor did I 
relish the thought of attempting to 
escape with the pack on my trail. 

{ was hungry again, and quite 
thirsty aiso. 

_ Darkness fell, as I lay there on 
the bed, among the intimate be- 
longings of a lovely girl for whom 
XY had owned tender feelings—wait- 


ing for her to come with the night, 
amid her terrible allies, to drag me 
to I knew not what dread fate 

The gray light of day faded im- 
perceptibly into pale silvery moon- 
light. 

Abruptly, without warning, the 
key turned in the lock. 


TELLA—or the alien entity that 

ruled the girl’s fair body— 
glided with sinister grace into the 
room. Her green eyes were shining, 
and her skin was ghastly white. 

“Immediately you will follow,” 
came her wolfish voice. “The 
machine below awaits the aid for 
you to give in the great experi- 
ment. Quickly come. Your weak 
body, it is rested?” 

“All right,” I said. “I’ve slept, 
of course. But now I’m hungry and 
thirsty again. I’ve got to have water 
and something to eat before I tinker 
with any machine.” 

I was determined to postpone 
whatever ordeal lay before me as 
long as possibie. 

“Your body you may satisfy 
again,” the woman said. “But take 
not too long!” she snarled wacn- 
ingly. 

I followed her back to the dining 
room. 

“Get water,” she said, and glided 
out the door. 

The stove was still faintly warm. 
I opened it, stirred the coals, 
dropped in more fuel. Soon the fire 
was roaring again, I turned my at- 
tention to the food I had ieft. 
The remainder of the salmon and 
apricots had frozen on the plates, 
and I set them over the stove to 
warm. 

Soon Stella was back with a water 
bucket containing a bulging mass of 
ice. Apparently surprised that I 
could not consume water in a solid 
form, she allowed me to set it on 
the stove to thaw. 

While I waited, standing by the 
stove, she askec innumerable ques- 
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tions, many of them so simple they 
would have been laughable under 
less strange conditions, some of 
them concerning the latest and most 
recondite of scientific theories, her 
mastery of which seemed to exceed 
my own. 

My father appeared suddenly, his 
corpse-white arms full of books. He 
spread them on the table, curtly 
bid me come look with him. He 
had Ejinstein’s “The Meaning of 
Relativity,” Weyl’s “Gravitation 
und Elektricitat,” and two of his 
own privately printed works. The 
latter were “Space-Time Tensors” 
and the volume of mathematical 
speculation entitled “Interlocking 
Universes” whose bizarre implica- 
tions created such a_ sensation 
among those savants to whom he 
sent copies, 


Y father began opening these 

books, and bombarding me 
with questions about them, ques- 
tions which I was often unable to 
answer. But the greater part of his 
queries related merely to grammar, 
or the meaning of words. The in- 
volved thought seemed easy for him 
to understand; it was the language 
which caused him difficulty. 

His questions were exactly such 
as might be asked by a super-in- 
tellectual being from Mars, if he 
were attempting to read a scientific 
library without having completely 
mastered the language in which its 
books were written. 

And his own books séemed as un- 
familiar to him as those of the other 
scientists. But he ran through the 
pages with amazing speed, pausing 
only to ask an occasional question, 
and appeared to gain a complete 
mastery of the volume as he went. 

When he released me, the food 
and water were warm. I drank, 
and then ate bread and salmon and 
apricots, as deliberately as I dared. 
I invited the two to share the food 
with me, but they declined abruptly. 


The volley of questions continued. 
Then suddenly, evidently con- 
cluding that I had eaten enough, 
they started toward the door, com- 
manding me to follow. I dared not 
do otherwise. My father paused at 
the end of the table and picked up 
the electric lantern, whose dimly 
glowing red bulb supplied the only 
light in the room, : 
Again we traversed the dark hall, 


and went out through a door in the 


rear of the frame building. As we 
stepped out upon the moonlit snow, 
I shuddered to hear once more the 
distant, wailing ululation of the 
pack, still with that terrible note 
which suggested strained human 
vocal organs. 

A few feet from us was the door 
of a cellar. The basement had evi- 
dently been considerably enlarged, 
quite recently, for huge mounds of 
earth lay about us, filling the back 
yard. Some of them were covered 
with snow, some of them black and 
bare. 


HE two led the day down the 

steps into the cellar, my father 
still carrying the electric lantern, 
which faintly illuminated the mid- 
night space with its feeble, crim- 
son glow. 

The cellar was large, neatly plas- 
tered. It had not been itself en; 
larged, but a dark passage sloped 
down beside the door, to deeper ex- 
cavations. 

In the center of the floor stood 
the wreck of an intricate and un- 
familiar mechanism. It had _ evi- 
dently been deliberately smashed—I 
saw an ax lying beside it, which 
must have been the means of the 
havoc. The concrete floor was lit- 
tered with the broken glass of 
shattered electron tubes. The 
machine itself was a mass of tangled 
wires and twisted coils and bent 
magnets, oddly arranged outside a 
great copper ring, perhaps four feet 
in diameter. 
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The huge copper ring was 
mounted or its edge, in a metal 
frame, Befcre it was a stone step, 
placed as if to be used by one climb- 
ing through the ring. But, I saw, it 
had been impossible for one actually 
to climb through, for on the op- 
pcsite side was a mass of twisted 
apparatus—a great parabolic mirror 
of polished metal, with what ap- 
peared to be a broken cathode tube 
screwed into its center. 

A most puzzling machine. And 
it had been very’ thoroughly 
wrecked. Save for the huge copper 
ring, and the heavy stone step be- 
fore it, there was hardly a part that 
was not twisted or shattered. 

In the end of the cellar was a 
small motor-generator—a little gas- 
oline engine connected to a dynamo 
—-such as is sometimes uced for 
supplying isolated homes with elec- 
tric light and power. I saw that it 
had not been injured. 

From a bench beside the wall, my 
father picked up a brief case, from 
which he took a roll of blue prints, 
and a sheaf of papers bound in a 
manila cover. He spread them on 
the bench and set the red lantern 
beside them. 

“This machine, as you see, has 
been, most unfortunately for us, 
wrecked,” he said. “These papers 
tell the method of construction to 
be followed in the erection of such 
machines. Your aid we must have 
in deciphering what they convey. 
And the new machine will bring 
such great, strong life as we have 
to all your world.” 

“You say ‘your world’!” I cried. 
“Then you don’t belong to this 
earth? You are a monster, who has 
stolen the body of my father!” 


OTH of them snarled like 
beasts. They baréd their teeth 
.and glowered at me with their ter- 
rible green eyes. Then a crafty look 
came again into the man’s sinister 
orbs. 


“No, my son,” came his whining, 
animal tones. “A new secret of life 
have we discovered. Great strength 
it gives to our bodies, Death we fear 
no longer. But our minds are 
changed. Many things we do not re- 
member. We must require your aid 
in reading this which we once 
wrote—” | 

“That’s the bunk!” I exclaimed, 
perhaps not very wisely. “I don’t 
believe it. And I’ll be damned if 
I'll help repair the infernal machine, 
to make more human beings into 
monsters like you!” 

Together they sprang toward me. 


Their eyes glowed dreadfully 
against their pallid skins. Their 
fingers were hooked like claws. 


Saliva drooled from their snarling 
lips, and naked teeth gleamed in 
the dim crimson radiance. 

“Aid us you will!” cried my 
father. “Or your body will we most 
painfully destroy. We will eat it 
slowly, while you live!” 

The horror of it broke down my 
reason, With a wild, terror-shaken 
scream, I dashed for the door. 

It was hopeless, of course, for me 
to attempt escape from beings pos- 
sessing such preternatural strength. 

With _ startling, soul-blasting 
howls, they sprang after me to- 
gether. They swept me to the cel- 
lar’s floor, sinking their teeth sav- 
agely into my arms and body. For 
a few moments I struggled des- 
perately, writhing and_ kicking, 
guarding my throat with one arm 
and striking blindly with the other. 

Then they held me helpless, I 
could only curse, and scream a vain 
appeal for aid. 

The woman, holding my arms 
pinioned against my sides, lifted me 
easily, flung me over her shoulder. 
Her body, where it touched mine, 
was as cold as ice. I struggled 
fiercely but uselessly as she started 
with me down the black, inclined 
passage, into the recent excavations 
beneath the cellar’s floor. | 
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Behind us, my father picked up 
the little red lantern, and the blue 
prints and sheets of specifications, 
and followed down the dark, slant- 
ing passage. 


CHAPTER VI 
The Temple of Crimson Gloom 


ELPLESS in those preternat- 

urally strong, corpse-cold and 
corpse-white arms, I was carried 
down narrow steps, to a high, sub- 
terranean hall, It was filled with a 
dim blood-red light, which came 
from no visible source, its angry, 
forbidding radiance seeming to 
spring from the very air. The walls 
of the underground hall were 
smooth and black, of some un- 
familiar ebon substance. 

Several yards down that black, 
strangely illuminated passage I was 
carried. Then we came into a larger 
space. Its black roof, many yards 
above, was groined and vaulted, sup- 
ported by a double row of massive 
dead-black pillars. Many dark, 
arched niches were cut into its 
walls. This greater hall, too, was 
sullenly illuminated by a ghastly 
scarlet light, which seemed to come 
from nowhere. 

A strange, silent, awful place. A 
sort of cathedral of darkness, of 
evil and death. A sinister atmos- 
phere of nameless terror seemed 
breathed from its very midnight 
walls, like the stifling fumes of in- 
cense offered to some formless god 
of horror. The dusky red light 
might have come from unseen tapers 
burned in forbidden rites of blood 
and death. The dead silence itself 
seemed a tangible, evil thing, creep- 
ing upon me from ebon walls. 

I was given little time to specu- 
late upon the questions that it 
raised. What was the dead-black 
material of the walls? Whence came 
the lurid, bloody radiance? How re- 
cently had this strange temple of 
terror been made? And to what 


demoniac god was it consecrated? 
No opportunity had I to seek an- 
swers to those questions, nor time — 
even to recover from my natural 
astonishment at finding such a place 
beneath the soil of a Texas ranch. 


HE emerald-eyed woman who 

bore me dropped me to the 
black floor, against the side of a 
jet pillar, which was round and two 
feet thick. She whined shrilly, like 
a hungry dog. It was evidently a 
call, for two men appeared in the 
broad central aisle of the temple, 
which I faced. 

Two men—or, rather, malevolent 
monstrosities in the bodies.of men. 
Their eyes shone with green fires 
alien to our world, and their bodies, 
beneath their tattered rags of 
clothing, were fearfully white. One 
of them came toward me with a 
piece of frayed manila rope, which 
must have been a lasso they had 
found above. 

Later it came to me that these 
two must be the mechanics from 
the city of Amarillo, who, Judson 
had told me on the evening of our 


fatal drive, had been employed here 


by my father. I had not yet seen 
Dr. Blake Jetton, Stella’s father, 
who had been the chief assistant 
of my own parent in various scien- 
tific investigations — investigations 
which, I now began to fear, must 
have borne dreadful fruit! 

While the woman held me against 
the black pillar, the men seized my 
arms, stretched them behind it, and 
tied them with the rope. I kicked 
out, struggled, cursed them, in vain. 
My body seemed but putty to their 
fearful strength. When my hands 
were tied behind the pillar, another 
length of the rope was dropped | 
about my ankles and drawn tight 
about the ebon shaft. 

I was helpless in this weird, sub- 
terranean temple, at the mercy of 
these four creatures who seemed 
to combine infernal super-intelli- 
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gence with the strength and the na- 
ture of wolves. 

“See the instrument which we are 
to build!” came the snarling voice 
of my father. Standing before me, 
with the roll of blue prints in his 
livid hands, he pointed at an object 
that I had not yet distinguished in 
the sullen, bloody gloom. 


N the center of the lofty, central 

hall of this red-lit temple, be- 
tweerl the twin rows of looming, 
dead-black pillars, was a long, low 
platform of ebon stone, From it rose 
a metal frame—wrought like the 
frame of the wrecked machine I had 
seen in the cellar, above. 

The frame supported a huge 
copper ring in a vertical position. 
It was far huger than the ring in 
the ruined mechanism; its diameter 
was a dozen feet or more, Its upper 
curve reached far toward the black, 
vaulted roof of the hall, glistening 
queerly in the ghastly red light. 
Behind the ring, a huge, parabolic 
mirror of silvery, polished metal 
had been set up. 

But the device was obviously un- 
finished. 

The complex electron tubes, the 
delicate helixes and coils, the mag- 
nets, and the complicated array of 
wires, whose smashed and tangled 
remains I had observed about the 
wreck of the other machine, had not 
been installed. 

“Look at that!” cried my father 
again. “The instrument that comes 
to let upon your earth the great 
life that is ours. The plan on this 
paper, we made. From the plan, we 
made the small machine, and 
brought to ourselves the life, the 
strength, the love of blood—” 

“The love of blood!” My startled, 
anguished outcry must have been 
a shriek, for I was already nearly 
overcome with the brooding terror 
-of my strange surroundings. I col- 
lapsed against the ropes, shaken 
and trembling with fear. 


The light of strange cunning 
came once more into the glaring 
green eyes of the thing that had 
been my father. 

“No& fear not!” he whined on. 
“Your language it is new to me, 
and I speak what I do not intend. 
Be not fearing—if you will do our 
wish. If you do not, then we will 
taste your blood. 

“But the new life came only to 
few. Then the machine broke, be- 
cause of one man. And our brains 
are changed, so that we remember 
not to read the plans that we made. 
Your aid is ours, to restore a 
new machine. To you and all your 
world, then, comes the great new 
life!” 


E stepped close to me, his 

green eyes burning malevo- 
lently. Before my eyes he unrolled 
one of the sheets which bore plans 
and specifications for the strange 
electron tubes, to be mounted out- 
side the copper ring. From his lips 
came the curious, wolfish whine 
with which these monsters com- 
municated with one another. One of 
the weirdly transformed mechanics 
stepped up beside him, carrying in 
dead-white hands the parts of such 
a tube—filaments, plate, grid, 
screens, auxiliary electrodes, and 
the glass tube in which they were 
to be sealed. The parts evidently 
had been made to fit the specifica- — 
tions—as nearly as these entities 
could comprehend those specifica- 
tions with their imperfect knowl- 
edge of English. 

“We make fit plans for these 
parts,” my father whined. “If 
wrong, you must say where wrong.- 
Describe how to. put together. Speak 
quick, or die slowly!” He snarled 
menacingly. 

Though I am by no means a bril- 
liant physicist, I saw easily enough 
that most of the parts were useless, 
though they had been made with 
amazing accuracy. These beings 
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seemed to have no knowledge of the 
fundamental principles underlying 
the operation of the machine they 
were attempting to build, yet, in 
making these parts, they had ac- 
complished feats that would have 
been beyond the power of our 
science, 

The filament was made of metal, 
well enough—but was far too thick 
to be lit by any current, without 
that current wrecking the tube in 
which it were used. The grid was 
nicely made—of metallic radium! It 
was worth a small fortune, but quite 
useless in the electron tube. And 
the plate was evidently of pure 
fused quartz, shaped with an ac- 
curacy that astounded me; but that, 
too was quite useless. 

“Parts wrong?” my father barked 
excitedly in wolfish tones, his glow- 
ing green eyes evidently having 
read something in my face. “Indi- 
cate how wrong. Describe to make 
correct!” 


CLOSED my lips firmly, de- 

termined to reveal nothing. I 
knew that it was through the 
wrecked machine that my father and 
Stella had been so dreadfully al- 
tered. I resolved that I would not 
aid in changing other humans into 
such hellish monsters, I was sure 
that this strange mechanism, if com- 
pleted, would be a threat against all 
humanity—though, at the time, I 
was far from conceiving the full, 
diabolic significance of it. 

My father snarled toward the 
woman. 

She dropped upon all fours, and 
sprang at me like a wolf, her beastly 
eyes gleaming green, her bare teeth 
glistening in the sullen red light, 
and she was hideously howling! 

Her teeth caught my trousers, 
tore them from my leg from the 
middle of the right thigh down- 
ward. Then they closed into my 
flesh, and I could feel her teeth 
gnawing... gnawing.... 


She did not make a deep wound, 
though blood, black in the terrible 
red light, trickled from it down my 
leg toward the shoe—blood which, 
from time to time, she ceased the 
gnawing to lick up appreciatively. 
The purpose of it was evidently to 
cause me the maximum amount of 
agony and horror. 

For minutes, perhaps, I endured 
it—for minutes that seemed ages. 

The pain itself was agonizing: the 
steady gnawing of teeth into the 
flesh of my leg, toward the bone. 

But that agony was less than the 
terror of my surroundings. The 
strange temple of black, with its 
black floor, black walls, black pil- 
lars, vaulted black ceiling. The dim, 
sourceless, blood-red light that filled 
it. The dreadful stillness—broken 
only by my groans and shrieks, and 
by the slight sound of the gnawing 
teeth. The demoniac monster stand- 
ing before me in the body of my 
father, staring at me with shining 
green eyes, holding the plans and 
the parts that the mechanic had 
brought, waiting for me to speak. 
But the most horrible thing was the 
fact that the gnawing demon was 
the body of dear, lovely Stella! 

She was now digging her teeth 
in with a crunching sound. 

I writhed and screamed with 
agony. Sweat rolled from my body. 
I tugged madly against my bonds, 
strove to burst the rope that held 
my tortured leg. 

Fierce, eager growls came wolf- 
like from the throat of the gnawing 
woman. Her leprously pallid face 
was once more smeared with blood, 
as it had been when I first saw 
her. Occasionally she stopped the 
unendurable gnawing, to lick her 
lips with a dreadful satisfaction. 


INALLY I could stand it no 

longer. Even if the fate of all 
the earth depended upon me—as I 
thought it did—I could endure it 
no longer. 
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“Stop! Stop!” I screamed, “Ill 
tell you!” 

Rather reluctantly, the woman 
rose, licking her crimson lips. 

My father—I find myself con- 
tinually calling the monster by that 
name, but it was not my father— 
again held the plans before my 
face, and displayed upon his palm 
the tiny parts for the electron tube. 

It took all my will to draw my 
mind from the throbbing pain of 
the fresh wound in my leg. But I 
explained that the filament wire 
would have to be drawn much finer, 
that the radium would not do for 
the grid, that the plate must be 
of a conducting metal, instead of 
quartz. 

He did not easily understand my 
scientific terms. The name tungsten, 
for instance, meant nothing to him 
until I had explained the qualities 
and the atomic number of the metal. 
That identified it for him, and he 
appeared really to know more about 
the metal than I did. 

For long hours I answered his 
questions, and made explanations. 
A few times I thought of refusing 
te answer, again. But the memory 
of that unendurable gnawing always 
made me speak. 

The scientific knowledge and 
skill displayed in the construction 
of the machine’s parts, once the 
specifications were properly under- 
stood, astounded me. The monsters 
that had stolen these human bodies 
seemed to have remarkable scien- 
tific knowledge of their own, pare 
ticularly in chemistry and certain 
branches of physics—though elec- 
tricity and magnetism, and the mod- 
ern theories of relativity and equiv- 
alence, seemed new to them, prob- 
ably because they came from a world 
whose natural phenomena are not 
the same as ours. 


HEY brought, from one of the 
chambers opening into the great 


hall, an odd, glistening device, con- 


sisting of connected bulbs and 
spheres of some bright, transparent 
crystal. First, a lump of limestone 
rock, which must have been dug up 
in the making of this underground 
temple, was dropped into a large 
lower globe. Slowly it seemed to 
dissolve, forming a heavy, iridescent, 
violet-colored gas. 

Then, whenever my father or one 
of the others wished to make any 
object—a metal plate or grid, a coil 
of wire, an insulating button, any- 
thing needed in building the 
machine—a tiny pattern of it was 
skilfully formed of a white, soft, 
wax-like substance. 

The white pattern was placed in 
one of the crystal bulbs, and the 
heavy violet gas—which must have 
been disassociated protons and elec- 
trons from the disrupted limestone 
—was allowed to fill the bulb 
through one of the numerous trans- 
parent tubes. 

The operator watched a little 
gauge, and at the right instant, re- 
moved from the bulb—not the pat- 
tern, but the finished object, formed 
of any desired element! 

The process was not explained to 
me. But I am sure that it was one of 
building up atoms from the con- 
stituent positive and negative elec- 
trons. A process just the reverse of 
disintegration, by which radium de- 
composes into lead. First such sim- 
ple atoms as those of hydrogen and 
helium, Then carbon, or silicon, or 
iron. Then silver, if one desired it, 
or gold! Finally radium, or uranium, 
the heaviest of metals. The object 
was removed whenever the atoms 
had reached the proper number to 
form the element required. 

With this marvelous device, whose 
accomplishments exceeded the wild- 
est dreams of the alchemist, the con- 
struction of the huge machine in the 
center of the hall proceeded with 
amazing speed, with a speed that 
filled me with nothing less than 


terror. 
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T occurred to me that I might de- 

lay the execution of the mon- 
sters’ dreadful plan by a trick of 
some kind. Racking my weary and 
pain-clouded brain, I sought for 
some ruse that might mislead my 
clever opponents, The best idea that 
came to me was to give a false in- 
terpretation of the word “vacuum.” 
If I could keep its true meaning 
from my father, he would leave the 
air in the tubes, and they would burn 
out when the current was turned on. 
When he finally asked the meaning 
of the word, I said that it signified 
a sealed or enclosed space. 

But he had been consulting scien- 
tific works, as well as my meager 
knowledge. When the words left my 
lips, he sprang at me with a hideous 
snarl, His teeth sought my throat. 
But for a very hurried pretense of 
alarmed stupidity, my part in the 
creadful adventure might have come 
to a sudden end. I protested that I 
had been sincere, that my mind was 
weary and I could not remember 
scientific facts, that I must eat and 
sleep again. 

Then I sagged forward against the 
ropes, head hanging. I refused to 
respond, even to threats of further 
torture. And my exhaustion was 
scarcely feigned, for I had never 
undergone a more trying day—a day 
in which one horror followed close 
upon another. 

Finally they cut me loose. The 
woman carried me out of the sullen 
crimson light of the temple, up the 
narrow passage, and into the house 
again; I was almost too weak to walk 
alone. As we came out upon the 
snow, the distant, keening cry of the 
weird pack broke once more upon 
my startled ears. 

The pale disk of the moon was 
rising, cold and silvery, in the east, 
over the illimitable plain of snow. 
It was night again! 

I had been in the subterranean 
temple for more than twenty-four 
hours. 


CHAPTER VII 
When I Ran from the Pack 


GAIN I was in the little room 

that had been Stella’s, among 
her intimate possessions, catching 
an occasional suggestion of her per- 
fume. It was a small room, clean and 
chaste, and I had a feeling that I 
was invading a sacred place. But 
I had no choice in the matter, for 
the windows were barred, and the 
door locked behind me. 

Stella—or, I should say, the were- 
woman—had let me stop in the other 
room to eat and drink again, She 
had even let me find the medicine 
cabinet and get a bottle of antiseptic 
to use in the wound on my leg. 

Now, sitting on the bed ina 
shaft of cold, argent moonlight, I 
applied the stinging liquid, and then 
bound the place with a bandage torn 
from a clean sheet. 

Then I got to my feet and went 
to the window: I was determined 
to escape if escape were possible, or 
end my life if it were not. I had 
no intention of going back alive 
to the hellish red-lit temple. 

But the quavering, dismal, howl- 
ing of the pack came faintly to my 
ears, as I reached the window, 
setting me trembling with horror. I 
gazed fearfully across the fantastic 
desert of silvery snow, bright in the 
opalescent haze of moonlight. 

Then I glimpsed moving green 
eyes, and I cried out. 

Below the window was a huge, 
lean gray wolf, pacing deliberately 
up and down, across the glistening 
snow. From time to time he lifted 
his head, stared straight at my win- 
dows with huge, malevolent eyes. 

A sentinel set to watch me! 

With my hopeless despair came 
a leaden weight of weariness. I 
felt suddenly exhausted, physically 
and mentally. I stumbled to the 
bed, crept under the covers without 
troubling to remove my clothing, 
and fell almost instantly asleep. 
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AWOKE upon a gray, cold day. 

A chill wind was whistling 
eerily about the old house, and the 
sky was gloomy with steel-blue 
clouds. I sprang out of bed, feeling 
much refreshed by my long sleep. 
For a moment, despite the dreary 
day, I was conscious of an extraor- 
dinary sense of relief; it seemed, 
for the merest instant, as if all 
that had happened to me was a 
horrible nightmare, from which I 
was waking. Then recollection came, 
with a dull pain in my wounded 
leg. 

I wondered why I had not been 
carried back into the terrible temple 
of blood-red gloom before the 
coming of day; perhaps I must 
have been sleeping too soundly to 
be roused. 

Recalling the gray wolf, I looked 
nervously out at the window. It 
was gone, of course; the monsters 
seemed unable to endure the light 
of day, or any other save the ter- 
rible cfimson dusk of the temple. 

I wrapped a blanket about my 
shoulders, for it was extremely 
cold, and I set about at once to 
escape from the room. I was de- 
termined to win my liberty or die 
in the attempt. 

First I examined the windows 
again. The bars. outside them, 
though of wood, were quite strong. 
My utmost strength failed to break 
any one of them. I could find noth- 
ing in the room with which they 
might be cut or worn in twain, 
without hours of labor. 

Finally I turned to the door. My 
kicks and blows failed to make 
any impression upon its sturdy 
panels. The lock seemed strong, and 
I had neither skill nor tools for 
picking it. 

But, while I stood gazing at the 
lock, an idea came to me. 

I still had the little automatic, 
and two extra clips of ammunition. 
My captors had shown only disdain 
for the little weapon, and I had 


rather lost faith in it after its 
puzzling failure to kill the gray 
wolf. 

Now I backed to the other side 
of the room, drew it, and delib- 
erately fired three shots into the 
lock. When I first tried the door 
again, it seemed as impassable as 
ever. I worked upon it, twisting the 
knob, again and again. There was 
a sudden snap, and the door swung 
open. 

I was free. If only I could reach 
a place of safety before darkness 
brought out the weird pack! 


N the old dining room I paused 

to drink, and to eat scantily. 
Then I left the house by the front 
door, for I dared not go near the 
mouth of that hell-burrow behind 
the house, even by day. In fearful, 
desperate haste, I set out across the 
snow. 

The little town of Hebron, I 
knew, lay ten miles away, directly 
north. Few landmarks were visible 
above the thick snow, and the gray 
clouds hid the sun. But I plodded 
along beside a barbed wire fence, 
which I knew would guide me. 

Slowly the time-yellowed ranch 
house, an ugly, rambling structure 
with a gray shingle roof, dwindled 
upon the white waste behind me. 
The outbuildings, resembling the 
house, though looking smaller, more 
ancient and more dilapidated, drew 
toward it to form a single brown 
speck upon the endless desolation 
of the snow-covered plain. 

The crust upon the snow, though 
frozen harder than upon the ill- 
fated night of my coming, was still 
too thin to support my weight. It 
broke beneath my feet at every step, 
and I sank ankle-deep in the soft 
snow beneath. 

My progress was a grim, heart- 
breaking struggle. My strength had 
been drained by the nerve-racking 
horrors and exhausting exertions 
of the past few days. Soon I was 
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gasping for breath, and my feet felt 
leaden-heavy. There was a dull, in- 
tolerable ache in the wound on my 
leg. 

If the snow had been hard enough 
to support my weight, so that I could 
run, I might have reached Hebron 
before dark. But, sinking deep into 
it at every step, it was impossible 
for me to move rapidly. 

I must not have covered over half 
the distance to Hebron, when the 
gloom of the gray, cheerless day 
seemed to settle upon me. I realized, 
with a chill of fatal horror, that it 
had not been early morning when 
I set out; my watch had stopped, 
and since the leaden clouds had ob- 
scured the sun, I had no gauge of 
time. 

I must have slept through half the 
day or more, exhausted as I had 
been by the day and night of tor- 
ture in the dark temple. Night 
was upon me, when I was still far 
short of my destination. 

Nearly dead with fatigue, I had 
more than once been almost on the 
point of stopping to rest. But 
terror lent me fresh strength. I 
plodded on as fast as I could, but 
forcing myself to keep from 
running, which would burn up my 
energy too soon. 


NOTHER mile, perhaps, I had 

covered, when I heard the 
weird, blood-congealing voice of 
the pack. 

The darkness, for a time, had 
been intense, very faintly relieved 
by the ghostly gleam of the snow. 
But the clouds had lightened some- 
what, and the light of the rising 
moon shone through them, casting 
eldritch shadows of silver on the 
level snow. 

At first the dreadful baying was 
very distant, low and moaning and 
hideous with the human vocal note 
it carried. But it grew louder. And 
there was something in it of sharp, 
eager yelping. 


I knew that the pack which had 
run down Judson and me had been 
set upon my trail. 

The terror, the stark, maddening, 
soul-searing horror that seized me, 
is beyond imagination. I shrieked 
uncontrollably. My hands and body 
felt alternately hot and fevered, and 
chilled with a cold sweat. A harsh 
dryness roughened my throat. I 
reeled dizzily, and felt the pound- 
ing of my pulse in all my body. 

And I ran, 

Madly, wildly. Ran with all my 
strength. Ran through the thick 
snow faster than I had thought pos- 
sible. But in a few moments, it 
seemed I had used up ail my 
strength. 

I was suddenly sick with fatigue, 
swaying, almost unable to stand. 
Red mists, shot with white fire, 
danced in front of my eyes. The 
vast plain of snow whirled about me 
fantastically. 

And on and on I staggered. When 
each step took all my will. When 
I felt that I must collapse in the 
snow, and fought with all my mind 
for the strength to raise my foot 
again. 

All the time, the fearful baying 
was drawing nearer, until the wail- 
ing, throbbing sound of it drummed 
and rang in my brain. 

Finally, unable to take another 
step, I turned and looked back. 


OR a few moments I stood 

there, swaying, gasping for 
breath. The weird, nerve-blasting 
cry of the pack sounded very near, 
but I could see nothing. Then, 
through the clouds, a broad, ghostly 
shaft of moonlight fell athwart the 
snow behind me. And I saw the 
pack. 

I saw them! 
horror! 

Gray wolves, leaping, green-eyed 
and gaunt. And strange human fig- 
ures among them, racing with them. 
Chill, soulless emerald orbs staring. 


The pinnacle of 
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Bodies ghastly pallid, clad only in 
tattered rags. Stella, bounding at 
the head of the pack. 

My father, following. And other 


men. All green-orbed, leprously 
white. Some of them frightfully 
mutilated. 


Some so torn they should have 
been dead! 

Judson, the man who had brought 
me out from Hebron, was among 
them. His livid flesh hung in rib- 
bons. One eye was gone, and a green 
fire seemed to sear the empty socket. 
His chest was fearfully lacerated. 
And the man was—eviscerated! 

Yet his hideous body leaped be- 
side the wolves. 

And others were as dreadful. 
One had no head. A black mist 
seemed gathered above the jutting, 
lividly white stump of his neck, and 
in it glowed malevolently—two 
green eyes! 

A woman ran with them. One arm 
was torn off, her naked breasts were 
in ribbons. She ran with the rest, 
green eyes glowing, mouth wide 
open, baying with other members of 
the pack. 

And now I saw a horse in that 
grotesque company. A powerful, gray 
animal, he was, and he came with 
tremendous leaps. Its eyes, too, were 
glowing green—glowing with the 
malignant fire of an evil intelli- 
gence not normally of this earth. 
This was one of Judson’s animals, 
changed as dreadfully as he and 
all the others had been. Its mouth 
yawned open, with yellow teeth glis- 
tening, and it howled madly with the 
pack. 

Swiftly, hideously, they closed in 
upon me. The weird host sprang to- 
ward me from all directions—gray 
wolves, men, and _ horse. Eyes 
glaring, teeth bared, snarling, the 
hellish horde came closer. 

The horror of it was too much for 
my mind. A merciful wave of dark- 
ness overcame me as I felt myself 
reeling to fall upon the snow. 


CHAPTER VIII 


Through the Disk of Darkness 


AWOKE within the utter still- 

ness of a tomb. For a little time 
I lay with eyes closed, analyzing the 
sensations of my chilled, aching 
body, conscious of the dull, 
throbbing pain from my wounded 
leg. I shuddered at recollection 
of the fearful experiences of the 
past few days, endured again the 
overwhelming horror of the mo- 
ment when the pack—wolves and 
men and horse, frightfully muti- 
lated, eyes demoniacally green— 
had closed in upon me on the moon- 
lit snow. For some time I did not 
dare to open my eyes. 

At last, nerving myself against 
the new horrors that might sur- 
round me, I raised my lids. 

I looked into the somber, crimson 
radiance of the  ebon-pillared 
temple. Beside qa dull jet wall I 
lay, upon a pile of rags, with a 
blanket thrown carelessly over me. 
Beyond the row of massive, black, 
cylindrical pillars, I saw the great, 
strange machine, with the huge 
copper ring glistening queerly in 
the dim, bloody light. The polished 
mirror behind it seemed flushed 
with a living glow of molten rubies, 
and the many electron tubes, now 
mounted in their sockets, gleamed 
redly. The mechanism appeared to 
be near completion; livid, green- 
orbed figures were busy about it, 
moving with a swift, mechanical 
efficiency. It struck me abruptly 
that they moved more like machines 
than like living beings. My father, 
Stella, the two mechanics. 

For many minutes I lay very still, 
watching them covertly. Evidently 
they had brought me down into this 
subterranean chamber, so that I 
would have no chance to repeat my 
escape. I speculated upon the possi- 
bility of creeping along the wall to 
the ascending passage, dashing 
through it. But there was little hope 
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that I could do it unseen. And I 
had no way of knowing whether it 
might be night or day; it would be 
folly to run out into the darkness. 
I felt the little automatic still under 
my arm; they had not troubled to 
remove a weapon which they did 
not fear. 

Suddenly, before I had dared to 
move, I saw my father coming 
across the black floor toward me. 
I could not repress a tremor, at 
closer sight of his deathly pallid 
body and sinister, baleful greenish 
eyes. I lay still, trying to pretend 
sleep. 


FELT his ice-cold fingers close 
upon my shoulder; roughly I 
was drawn to my feet. 

“Further assistance from you 
must be ours,” whined his wolfish 
voice. “And not again will you be 
brought back living, should you be 
the fool to run!” His whine ended 
with an ugly snarl. 

He dragged me across toward the 
fantastic mechanism that glistened 
in the grim, bloody radiance. 

I quailed at the thought of being 
bound to the black pillar again. 

“Tl help!” I cried. “Do any- 
thing you want. Don’t tie me up, 
for God’s sake! Don’t let her gnaw 
me!” My voice must have become 
a hysterical scream. I fought to 
calm it, cudgeled my brain for argu- 
ments. 

“It would kill me to be tied 
again,” I pleaded wildly. “And if 
you leave me free, I can help you 
with my hands!” 

“Be free of bonds, then,” my 
father whined. “But also remember! 
You go, and we bring you back not 
alive!” 

He led me up beside the great 
machine. One of the mechanics, at 
a shrill, wolfish whine from him, 
unrolled a blue print before me. He 
began to ask questions regarding 
the wiring to connect the many elec- 
tron tubes, the coils and helixes 


and magnets, all ranged about the 
huge copper ring. 

His strange brain seemed to have 
no conception of the nature of elec- 
tricity; I had to explain the funda- 
mentals. But he grasped each new 
fact with astounding quickness, 
seemed to see the applications in- 
stinctively. 

It soon developed that the great 
mechanism was practically finished; 
in an hour, perhaps, the wiring 
was completed. 

“Now what yet is to be con- 
structed?” my father whined. 

I realized that no provision had 
been made for electricity to light 
the tubes and energize the magnets. 
These beings apparently did not 
even know that a source of power 
was necessary. This, I thought, was 
another chance to stop the execu- 
tion of their hellish plan. 

“I don’t know,” I said. “So far 
as I can see, the machine now fits 
the specifications. I know nothing 
else to do.” 


E snarled something to one of 

the mechanics, who produced 
the bloody rope with which I had 
previously been bound. Stella 
sprang toward me, her lips curled 
in a leering animal snarl, her white 
teeth gleaming. 

Uncontrollable terror shook me, 
weakened my knees until I reeled. 

“Wait! Stop!” I screamed. “T’ll 
tell if you won’t tie me!” 

They halted. 
“Speak!” my 
“Quickly describe!” 

“The machine must have power. 
Electricity?” 

“From what place comes 
tricity.” 

“There is a motor generator up 
in the cellar, where the other 
machine is, That might do.” 

He and the monster that had been 
Stella hurried me down the black- 
pillared hall, and up the inclined 
passage to the old cellar. He carried 


father barked. 


elec- 
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the red-glowing electric lantern. 
In the cellar I showed them the 
generator and attempted a rough 
explanation of its operation. 

Then he and the woman bent and 
caught the metal base of the unit. 
With their incredible strength, they 
lifted it quite easily and carried it 
toward the passage. They made me 
walk ahead of them as we returned 
to the machine in the black hall— 
blasting another hope for a chance 
to make a dash for the open. 

Just as they were placing the 
heavy machine—gasoline engine and 
dynamo, which together weighed 
several hundred pounds—on the 
black platform beside the strange, 
gigantic mechanism, there came an 
interruption that, to me, was ter- 
rifying. 

From the passage came the rustle 
of feet, and mingled whining, snarl- 
ing sounds such as the monsters 
seemed to use for communication. 
And in the vague, blood-red light, 
between the tall rows of great black 
pillars, appeared the pack! 

Huge, gaunt wolves there were. 
Frightfully mutilated men—Judson, 
and the others that I had seen. The 
gray horse. All their eyes were 
luminously green—alight with a 
dreadful, malevolent fire. 

Human lips were crimsoned. 
Scarlet smeared the gray wolves’ 
muzzles, and even the long nose 
and gray jaws of the horse. And 
they carried—the catch! 


VER Judson’s livid, lacerated 

shoulders was hung the torn, 
limp, bleeding body of a woman— 
his wife! One of the gaunt gray 
wolves had the hideously mangled 
body of a man across his back, hold- 
ing it in place with jaws turned 
sidewise. Another had the body of 
a spotted calf. Two more carried in 
red-dripping jaws the lax gray 
bodies of coyotes. And one of the 
men bore upon his shoulder the 
remains of a huge gray wolf. 


The dead, torn, mutilated speci- 
mens were dropped in a horrible 
heap in the wide central aisle of the 
jet-pillared temple, near the strange 
machine, like an altar of death. Dark 
blood flowed from it over the black 
floor, congealing in thick, viscid 
clots. 

“To these we bring life,” my 
father snarled at me, jerking his 
head toward the dreadful, mangled 
heap. 

Shuddering and dazed with hor- 
ror, I sank on the floor, covering 
my eyes. I was nauseated, sick. My 
brain was reeling, fogged, confused. 
It refused to dwell upon the mean- 
ing of this dreadful scene. 

The mad, fearful, demoniac thing 
that had been my father jerked me 
roughly to my feet, dragged me to- 
ward the motor generator, and be- 
gan plying me with questions about 
its operation, about how to connect 
it with the strange mechanism of 
the copper ring. 

I struggled to answer his ques- 
tions, trying vainly to forget my 
horror in the work. 

Soon the connection was com- 
pleted. Under my father’s direc- 
tions, I examined the gasoline en- 
gine, saw that it was supplied with 
fuel and oil. Then he attempted to 
start it, but failed to master the 
technique of choking the carburetor. 
Under constant threat of the blood- 
darkened rope and the were-wom- 
an’s gnawing fangs, I labored with 
the little motor until it coughed a 
few times, and fell to firing 
steadily. 

Then my father made me close 
the switch, connecting the strange 
machine with the current from the 
generator. A faint, shrill humming 
came from the coils. The electron 
tubes glowed dimly. 

And a curtain of darkness seemed 
suddenly drawn across the copper 
ring. Blackness seemed to flow from 
the queer tube behind it, to be re- 
flected into it by the polished mir- 
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ror. A disk of dense, utter darkness 
filled the ring. 


OR a few moments I stared at 
it in puzzled wonder. 

Then, as my eyes became slowly 
sensitized, I found that I could see 
through it—see into a dread, night- 
mare world. 

The ring had become an opening 
into another world of horror and 
darkness. 

The sky of that alien world was 
unutterably, inconceivably black; 
blacker than the darkest midnight. 
It had no stars, no luminary; no 
faintest gleam relieved its terrible, 
oppressive intensity. 

A vast reach of that other world’s 
surface lay in view, beyond the 
copper ring. Low, worn, and des- 
olate hills, that seemed black as the 
somber sky. Between them flowed 
a broad and stagnant river, whose 
dull and sullen waters shone with 
a vague and ghostly luminosity, 
with a pale glow that was somehow 
unclean and noisome, like that of 
decaying foul corruption. 

And upon those low and ancient 
hills, that were rounded like the 
bloated breasts of corpses, was a 
loathsome vegetation. Hideous, ob- 
scene travesties of normal plants, 
whose leaves were long, narrow, 
snake-like, with the suggestion of 
ugly heads. With a dreadful, un- 
natural life, they seemed to writhe, 
lying in rotting tangles upon the 
black hills, and dragging in the 
foul, lurid waters of the stagnant 
river. Their thin reptilian, ten- 
tacular vines and creepers glowed 
with a pale and ghastly light, liv- 
idly greenish. 

And upon a low black hill, above 
the evil river, and the rotting, 
writhing, obscene jungle, was what 
must have been a city. A sprawled 
and hideous mass of red corruption. 
A foul splash of dull crimson pol- 
lution. 


This was no city, perhaps, in our 


sense of the word. It seemed to be 
a sort of cloud of foul, blood-hued 
darkness, trailing repulsive ten- 
tacles across the low black hill; a 
smear of evil crimson mist. Mad and 
repulsive knobs and warts rose 
about it, in grotesque mockery of 
spires and towers. It was motion- 
less. And I knew instinctively that 
unclean and abominable life, sen- 
tience, reigned within its hideous 
scarlet contamination. 

My father mounted to the black 
stone step between the copper ring, 
and stood there howling weirdly 
and hideously, into that world of 
darkness—voicing an unclean call! 


N answer, the sprawied, night- 

mare city seemed to stir. Dark 
things—masses of fetid, reeking 
blackness—seemed to creep from 
its ugly protuberances, to swarm to- 
ward us through the tainted filth of 
the writhing, evilly glowing vege- 
tation. 

The darkness of evil concentrate, 
creeping from that nightmare world 
into ours! 

For long moments the utter, in- 
sane horror of it held me paralyzed 
and helpless. Then something 
nerved me with the abrupt, des- 
perate determination to revolt 
against my fearful masters, despite 
the threat of the bloody rope. 

I tore my eyes from the dreadful 
attraction that seemed to draw them 
toward the foul, sprawled city of 
bloody darkness, in that hideous 
world of unthinkable evil. 

Realization came to me that I 
stood alone, unguarded. The green 
eyes of the monsters about me were 
fixed in avid fascination upon the 
ting through which that nightmare 
world was visible. None of them 
seemed aware of me. 

If only I could wreck the 
machine, before those creeping hor- 
rors of darkness came through into 
our world! I started forward in- 
stinctively, then paused, realizing 
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that it might be difficult to do great 
damage to it with my bare hands, 
before the monsters saw me and 
attacked. 

Then I thought of the little auto- 
matic in my pocket, which I had 
been permitted to keep with me. 
Even though its bullets could not 
harm the monsters, they might do 
considerable damage to the machine. 

I snatched it out and began firing 
deliberately at the dimly glowing 
electron tubes. As the first one was 
shattered, the image of that hid- 
eous, nightmare world flickered and 
vanished. The huge, polished mirror 
was once more visible beyond the 
copper ring. 

For the time being, at least, those 
rankling shapes of black and utter 
evil were shut out of our world! 

As I continued to fire, shattering 
the electron tubes and the other 
most delicate and most complicated 
parts of the great mechanism, a 
fearful, soul-chilling cry came from 
the startled monsters in human and 
animal bodies. 

Suddenly the creatures sprang 
toward me, over the black floor, 
howling hideously. 


CHAPTER IX 
The Hypnotic Revelation 


T was the yellow, stabbing spurts 

of flame from the automatic that 
saved me. At first the fearfully 
transformed beasts and men _ had 
leaped at me, howling with the 
agony that light seemed to cause 
them. I kept on firing, determined 
to do all the damage possible be- 
fore they bore me down. 

And abruptly they fell back away 
from me, wailing dreadfully, hiding 
their unearthly green eyes, slinking 
behind the massive black pillars. 

When the gun was empty, some 
of them came toward me again. But 
still they seemed shaken, weakened, 
uncertain of movement. In nervous 
haste, I fumbled in my pockets for 


matches—I had not realized before 
how they were crippled by light. 

I found only three, all, appar- 
ently, that I had left. 

The weird monsters, recovered 
from the effect of the gun flashes, 
were leaping across toward me, 
through the sullen, blood-red gloom, 
as I struggled desperately to make 
a light. 

The first match broke in my fin- 
gers. 

But the second flared into yellow 
flame. The monsters, almost upon 
me, sprang back, wailing in agony 
again. As I held the tiny, feeble 
flame aloft, they cowered, howling, 
in the flickering shadows cast by 
the huge, ebon pillars. 

My confused, horror-dazed mind 
was abruptly cleared and sharpened 
by hope of escape. With the light 
to hold them back, I might reach 
the open air. 

And to my quickened mind it 
came abruptly that it must be day 
above. It was morning, and the pack 
had. been driven back to the burrow 
by the light of the coming sun! 

As swiftly as I could, without ex- 
tinguishing the feeble flame of the 
match with the wind of my mo- 
tion, I advanced down the great 
hall. I kept in the middle of the 
wide central aisle, afraid that my 
enemies were slinking along after 
me in the shadows of the pillars. 


EFORE I reached the passage 
which lead to the surface, a 
stronger breath of air caught the 
feeble orange flame. It flickered out. 
Dusky crimson gloom fell about me 
once more, with baleful green eyes 
moving in it, in the farther end of 
the temple. The howling rose again, 
angrily. I heard swiftly padding 
feet. 
Only one of the three matches 
was left. 
I bent, scratched it very care- 
fully on the black floor and held it 
above my head 


A new wailing of pain came from 
the monsters; they fell back again. 

I found the end of the passage, 
rushed through it, guarding the pre- 
cious flame in a cupped hand. 

In the great hall behind me, the 
blood-chilling wail of the pack rose 
again. I heard the monsters surging 
toward the passage. 

By the time I had reached the 
old cellar, from whose wall the 
slanting tunnel had been dug, the 
match was almost consumed. I 
turned, let its last dying rays shine 
down the passage. Dreadful cries 
of agony and terror came again; I 
heard the monsters retreating from 
the tunnel. 

The match suddenly went out. 

In mad haste I dashed across the 
cellar’s floor and blundered heavily 
into the wall. I found the steps 
that led to the surface and rushed 
up them desperately. 

I heard the howling pack running 
up the passage, moving far swifter 
than I was able to do. 

At last my hand touched the 
under surface of the wooden door, 
above the steps. Beyond, I knew, 
was the golden light of day. 

And at the same instant, corpse- 
cold fingers closed about my ankle, 
in a crushing, powerful grasp. 

Convulsively, I thrust upward 
with my hand. 

The door flew up, slammed crash- 
ingly beside the opening. Above 
was soft, brilliant azure sky. In it 
the white morning sun blazed blind- 
ingly. Its hot radiance brought 
tears to my eyes, accustomed as 
they were to the dim crimson light 
of the temple. 

Fearful, agonized animal wailing 
sounds came again from behind me. 

The grasp on my ankle tightened 
convulsively, then relaxed. 


OOKING back, I saw Stella 
on the steps at my feet, cower- 
ing, writhing as if in unbearable 
agony, animal screams of pain 
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coming from her lips. It seemed 
that the burning sunlight had 
struck her down, that she had been 
too much weakened to retreat as 
those behind her had done. 

Abruptly she seemed to me a 
lovely, suffering girl—not a strange 
demoniac monster. Pity for her— 
even, perhaps, love—came over me 
in a tender wave. If I could save 
her, restore her to her true, dear 
self ! 

I ran back down the steps, seized 
her by the shoulders, started to 
carry her up into the light. Deathly 
cold and deathly white her body 
still was. And still it had a vestige 
of that unnatural strength. 

She writhed in my arms, snarling, 
slashing at my body with her teeth. 
For a moment her green eyes smol- 
dered malevolently at me. But as 
the sunlight struck them she closed 
them, howling with agony, and tried 
to shield them with her arm. ¢ 

I carried her up the steps, into 
the brilliant sunlight. 

First I thought of closing the 
cellar door, and trying to fasten it. 
Then I realized that the light of 
day, shining down the passage, 
would hold back the monsters more 
effectually than any locked door. 

It was still early morning. The 
sun had been up no more than an 
hour. The sky was clear, and the 
sunshine glittered with blinding, 
prismatic brilliance on the snow. 
The air, however, was still cold; 
there had been no thawing, nor 
would there be until the tempera- 
ture had moderated considerably. 


S I stood there in the blaze of 
sunlight, holding Stella, a 
strange change came over her. The 
fierce snarling and whining sounds 
that came from her throat slowly 
died away. Her writhing, convulsive 
struggles weakened, as though a 
tide of alien life were ebbing from 
her body. 
There was a sudden last con- 
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vulsion. Then her body was lax, 
limp. 

Almost immediately, I noticed a 
change in color. The fearful, corpse- 
like pallor slowly gave place to the 
normal pinkish flush of healthy life. 
The strange, unearthly chill was 
gone; I felt a glow of warmth 
where her body was against mine. 

Then her breast heaved. She 
breathed. I felt the slow throbbing 
of her heart. Her eyes were still 
closed as she lay inert in my arms, 
like one sleeping. I freed one of my 
hands and gently lifted a long- 
lashed lid. 

The eye was clear and blue— 
normal again. The baleful, green- 
ish fire was gone! 

In some way, which I did not then 
understand, the light of day had 
purified the girl, had driven from 
her the fierce, unclean life that had 
possessed her body. 

“Stella! Dear Stella! Wake up!” 
I cried. I shook her a little. But 
she did not rouse. Still she seemed 
sleeping heavily. 

Realizing that she would soon be 
chilled, in the cold air, I carried 
her into the house, into her own 
room, where I had been imprisoned, 
and laid her on the bed, covering 
her with blankets. Still she appeared 
to be sleeping. 

For an hour, perhaps, I tried to 
rouse her from the profound syn- 
cope or coma in which she lay. I 
tried everything that experience 
and the means at hand made avail- 
able. And still she lay insensible. 

A most puzzling situation, and a 
surprising one. It was almost as if 
Stella—the real Stella—had ben 
dispossessed of her body by some 
foul, alien being. The alien, evil 
life had been killed by the light, 
and still she had not returned. 


T last it occurred to me to try 
hypnotic influence—I am a fair 
hypnotist, and have made a deep 
study of hypnotism and allied men- 


tal phenomena. A forlorn hope, pers 
haps, since her coma appeared se 
deep. But I was driven to clutch 
at any straw. 

Exerting all my will to recall 
her mind, placing my hand upon 
her smooth brow, or making slow 
passes over her still, pale, lovely 
face, I commanded her again and 
again to open her eyes. 

And suddenly, when I was almost 
on the point of new despair, her 
eyelids flickered, lifted. Of course, 
it may have been a natural awaken- 
ing, though a most unusual one, in- 
stead of the result of my efforts. 
But her blue eyes opened and 
stared up at me. 

But still she was not normally 
awake. No life or feeling was re- 
vealed in the azure depths of her 
eyes. They were clouded, shadowed 
with sleep. Their opening seemed 
to have been a mechanical answer 
to my commands. 

“Speak. Stella, my Stella, speak 
to me!” I cried. 

Her pale lips parted. From them 
came low, sleep-drugged tones, 

“Clovis.” She spoke my name in 
that small, colorless voice. 

“Stella, what has happened to 
you and my father?” I cried. 

And here is what she told me, in 
that tiny, toneless voice. I have 
condensed it somewhat, for many 
times her voice wandered wearily, 
died away, and I had to prompt her, 
question her, almost force her to 
continue, 

“My father came here to help 
Dr. McLaurin with his experiment,” 
she began, slowly, in a low mono- 
tone. “I did not understand all of 
it, but they sought for other worlds 
besides ours. Other dimensions, in- 
terlocking with our own. Dr. Mc- 
Laurin had been working out his 
theory for many years, basing his 
work upon the new mathematics of 
Weyl and Einstein. 

“Not simple is our _ universe. 
Worlds upon worlds lie side by 
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side, like the pages of a book— 
and each world unknown to all the 
others. Strange worlds touching, 
spinning side by side, yet separated 
by walls not easily broken down. 


‘WN vibration is the secret. For 

all matter, all light, all sound, 
all our universe, is of vibration. All 
material things are formed of vi- 
brating particles of electricity— 
electrons. And each world, each 
universe, has its own order of vi- 
bration. And through each, all un- 
known and unseen, are the myriad 
other worlds and universes vi- 
brating, each with an order of its 
own. 

“Dr. McLaurin knew by mathe- 
matics that these other worlds must 
exist. It was his wish to explore 
them. Here he came, to be alone, 
with none to pry into his secrets. 
Aided by my father, and other men, 
he toiled through years to build his 
machine, 

“A machine, if successful, would 
change the vibration rate of matter 
and of light. To change it from the 
order of our dimension, to those of 
others. With it, he might see into 
those myriad other worlds in space 
beside our own, might visit them. 

“The machine was finished. And 
through its great copper ring, we 
saw another world. A world of dark- 
ness, with midnight sky. Loathsome, 
lividly green plants writhed like 


reptilian monstrosities upon its 
black hills. Evil, alien life teemed 
upon it. 


“Dr. McLaurin went through into 
that dark world. The horror of it 
broke down his mind. A strange 
madman, he came back. His eyes 
were green and shining, and his 
skin was very white. 

“And things he brought back with 
him—clinging, creeping things of 
foul blackness, that stole the bodies 
of men and beasts. Evil, living 
things, that are the masters of the 
black dimension. One crept into 


me, and took my.body. It ruled me, 
and I know only like a dim dream 
what it made my body do. To it, 
my body was but a machine. 

“Dim dreams. Terrible dreams. 
Dreaming of running over the snow, 
hunting for wolves. Dreams of 
bringing them back, for the black 
things to flow into, and make live 
again. Dreams of torturing my 
father, whom no black thing took, 
at first. 


- ATHER was tortured, 

gnawed. My body did it. But 
I did not do it. I was far away. I 
saw it only dimly, like a bad dream. 
One of the black creatures had 
come into my body, taken it from 
me. 

“New to our world were the black 
things. Light slays them, for it is 
a force strange to their world, 
against which they have no armor. 
And so they dug a deep place, to 
slink into by day. 

“The ways of our world they 
knew not; nor the language; nor the 
machines. They made Father teach 
them; teach them to speak; to read 
books; to run the machine through 
which they came. They plan to 
bring many of their evil kind 
through the machine, to conquer 
our world. They plan to make black 
clouds to hide the sun forever, so 
our world will be as dark as their 
own. They plan to seize the bodies 
of all men and animals, to use as 
machines to do that thing. 

“When Father knew the plan, he 
would not tell them more. So my 
body gnawed him—while I looked 
on from afar, and could not help. 
Then he pretended to be in accord 
with them. They let him loose. He 
smashed the machine with an ax, so 
no more evil things could come 
through. Then he blew off his head 
with a gun, so they could not tor- 
ture him, and make him aid them 
again. 

“The black things could not them- 
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selves repair the machine. But in 
letters they learned of Clovis Mc- 
Laurin, son of Dr. McLaurin. He, 
too, knew of machines. They sent 
for him, to torture him as Father 
had been tortured. Again my mind 
was filled with grief, for he was 
dear to me. But my body gnawed 
him, while he aided the black things 
to build a new machine. 

“Then he broke it. And then... 
thei s 

Her tiny, toneless voice died 
wearily away. Her blue eyes, still 
clouded with shadowed sleep, stared 
up unseeingly. Deep indeed was her 
strange trance. 

She had even forgotten that it 
was I to whom she spoke! 


CHAPTER X 
The Creeping Darkness 


N amazing and terrible story, 

was Stella’s. In part, it was 
almost incredible. Yet, much as I 
wished to doubt it, and much as I 
wished to discount the horror that 
it promised our fair earth, I knew 
that it must be true. 

Prominent scientists have specu- 
lated often enough of the possibility 
of other worlds, other planes, side 
by side with our own. For there is 
nothing solid or impenetrable about 
the matter of our universe. The 
electron is thought to be only a vi- 
bration in the ether. And in all 
probability, there are vibrating 
fields of force, forming other elec- 
trons, other atoms, other suns and 
planets, existing beside our world, 
yet not making their existence 
known. Only a tiny band of the 
vibrations in the spectrum is visible 
to our eyes as light. If our eyes 
were tuned to other bands, above 
the ultra-violet, or below the infra- 
red, what new, strange worlds might 
burst upon our vision? 

No, I could not doubt that part of 
Stella’s story. My father had 
studied the evidence upon the 


existence of such worlds invisible 
to us, more deeply than any other 
man, had published his findings, 
with complete mathematical proof, 
in his startling work, “Interlocking 
Universes.” If those parallel worlds 
were to be discovered, he was the 
logical man to make the discovery. 
And I could not doubt that he had 
made it—for I had seen that world 
of dread nightmare, beyond the 
copper ring! 

And I had seen, in that dark, 
alien world, the city of the creep- 
ings things of blackness. I could 
well believe the part of the story 
about those strangely malignant 
entities stealing the bodies of men 
and animals. It offered the first 
rational solution of all the astound- 
ing facts I had observed, since the 
night of my coming to Hebron. 

And it came to me suddenly that 
soon the monstrous beings would 
have the machine repaired; they 
could need no further aid from me. 
Then other hordes of the black 
shapes would come through. Come 
to seize our world, Stella had said, 
to enslave humanity, to aid them in 
making our world a planet of dark- 
ness like the grim sphere they left. 
It seemed mad, incredible—yet I 
knew it was true! 


MUST do something against 

them! Fight them—fight them 
with light! Light was the one force 
that destroyed them. That had freed 
Stella from her dread bondage. But 
I must obtain better means of 
making light than a few matches. 
Lamps would do; a_ searchlight, 
perhaps. 

And I was determined to take 
Stella to Hebron, if she were able 
to go. I must go there to find the 
supplies I needed, and yet I could 
not bear the thought of leaving her 
for the monstrosities to find when 
night fell again, to seize her fair 
body again for their foul ends. 

I found that at my command she 
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would move, stand, and _ walk, 
though slowly and stiffly, like a 
person walking in sleep. It was still 
early morning, and I thought there 
might be time for her to walk to 
Hebron, with me to support her 
steps, before the fall of darkness. 

I investigated her possessions in 
the room, found clothing for her: 
woolen stockings, strong shoes, 
knickers, sweater, gloves, cap. Her 
efforts to dress herself were slow 
and clumsy, like those of a weary 
child, trying to pull off his clothing 
when half asleep, and I had to aid 
her. 

She seemed not to be hungry. But 
when we stopped in the dining 
room, where the remainder of the 
food still lay on the table, I made 
her drink a tin of milk. She did it 
mechanically. As for myself, I ate 
heartily, despite ill-omened recol- 
lections of how I had eaten at this 
table on the eve of my first attempt 
to escape. 

We set out across the snow, fol- 
lowing along by the wire fence as 
I had done before. I could distin- 
guish my old footprints and the 
mingled tracks of wolf, man, and 
horse, in the trail the pursuing pack 
had left. We followed that trail 
with greater ease now, for the soft 
snow had been packed by the 
running feet. 

I walked with an arm about 
Stella’s waist, sometimes half-carry- 
ing her, speaking to her encour- 
agingly. She responded with slow, 
dull mechanical efforts. Her mind 
seemed far away; her blue eyes 
were misty with strange dreams. 


S the hours of weary struggle 
went by, with her warm body 
against mine, it came to me that I 
loved her very much, and that I 
would give my life to save her from 
the dread fate that menaced us. 
Once I stopped, and drew her 
unresisting body fiercely to me, and 
brought my mouth close to her pale 


lips, that were composed, and a little 
parted, and perfumed with sleep. 
Her blue eyes stared at me blankly, 
still clouded with sleep, devoid of 
feeling or understanding. Suddenly 
I knew that it would be wrong to 
kiss her so. I pushed her pliant body 
back, and led her on across the 
snow. 

The sun reached the zenith, and 
began declining slowly westward. 

As the evening wore on, Stella 
seemed to tire—or perhaps it was 
only that her trance-like state be- 
came deeper. She responded more 
slowly to my urgings that we must 
hurry. When, for a few moments, 
my encouraging voice was silent, 
she stood motionless, rigid, as if 
lost in strange vision. 

I hurried her on desperately, com- 
manding her steadily to keep up 
her efforts. My eyes were anxiously 
on the setting sun. I knew that we 
would have scant time to reach the 
village before the fall of night; 
haste was imperative. 

At last, when the sun was still 
some distance above the white hori- 
zon, we came within sight of the 
town of Hebron. A cluster of dark 
specks, upon the limitless plain of 
glittering snow. Three miles away, 
they must have been. 

Still the girl seemed to sink 
deeper into the strange sea of sleep 
from which only hypnotic in- 
fluence had lifted her. By the time 
we had covered another mile, she 
refused to respond to my words. 
She was breathing slowly, regu- 
larly; her body was limp, flaccid; 
her eyes had closed. I could do 
nothing to rouse her. 


HE sun had touched the snow, 

coloring the western world with 
pale rose and purple fires. Darkness 
was not far away. 

Desperately, I took the limp, re- 
laxed body of the girl upon my 
shoulders and staggered on beneath 
the burden. It was no more than 
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two miles to Hebron; I had hopes 
of getting there with her before 
dark. 

But the snow was so deep as to 
make the effort of even unburdened 
walking exhausting. And my body 
was worn out, after the terrible ex- 
periences I had lately undergone. 
Before I had tottered on half a 
mile, I realized that my effort was 
hopeless. 

Dusk had fallen. The moon had 
not yet risen, but the snow gleamed 
silvery under the ghostly twilight 
that still flooded the sky. My ears 
were straining fearfully for the 
voice of the dreadful pack. But a 
shroud of utter silence hung about 
me. I was still plodding wearily 
along, carrying Stella. 

Abruptly I noticed that her body, 
against my hands, was becoming 
strangely cold. Anxiously, I laid 
her down upon the snow, to ex- 
amine her—trembling with a 
premonition of the approaching 
horror. 

Her body was icy cold. And it 
had again become ghastly, deathly 
white. White as when I had seen 
her running over the snow with the 
gaunt gray wolf! 

But her limbs, strangely, did not 
stiffen; they were still pliant, re- 
laxed. It was not the chill of death 
coming over her; it was the cold 
of that alien life, which the sun- 
light had driven from her, return- 
ing with the darkness! 

I knew that she would soon be a 
human girl no longer, but a weird 
wolf-woman, and the knowledge 
chilled my soul with horror! For a 
few moments I crouched beside her 
inert body, pleading wildly with her 
to come back to me, crying out to 
her almost insanely. 


HEN I saw the hopelessness of 
it, and the danger. The mon- 
strous life would flow into her 
again. And she would carry me 
back to hateful captivity in the 


subterannean temple, to be a slave 
of the monsters—or perhaps a mem- 
ber of their malefic society. 

I must escape! For her sake. For 
the world’s. It would be better to 
abandon her now, and go on alone, 
than have her carry me back. Per- 
haps I would have another chance 
to save her. 

And I must somehow render her 
helpless, so that she could not pur- 
sue me, when the dread life re- 
turned to her body. 

I snatched off my coat, and then 
my shirt. In anxious haste, I tore 
the shirt into strips, which I twisted 
rapidly into cords. I drew her 
ankles together, passed the impro- 
vised bonds about them, knotted 
them tightly. I turned the fright- 
fully pallid, corpse-cold girl upon 
her face, crossed the lax arms be- 
hind her back, and fastened her 
wrists together with another rope 
of twisted cloth. Then, by way of 
extra precaution, I slipped the belt 
from my trousers and buckled it 
firmly about her waist, over the 
crossed wrists, pinioning them. 

Finally I spread on the snow the 
coat I had taken off, and laid her 
upon it, for I wanted her to be 
as comfortable as possible. 

Then I started off toward Hebron, 
where a litle cluster of white lights 
shone across the snow, through the 
gray, gathering dusk. I had gone but 
a few steps when something made 
me pause, look back, fearfully. 

The inert, deathly pallid body of 
the girl still lay upon the coat. Be- 
yond it, I glimpsed a strange and 
dreadful thing, moving swiftly 
through the ghostly, gray twilight. 

Incredible and hideous was the 
thing I gazed upon. I can hardly 
find words to describe it; I can give 
the reader no idea of the weird, icy 
horror that grasped my heart with 
dread fingers as I saw it. 

It was a mass of darkness, flow- 
ing over the snow. A creeping cloud 
of foul blackness, shapeless and 
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many-tentacled. Its form changed 
continually as it moved. It had no 
limbs, no features—only the inky, 
snake-like, clinging extensions of 
its blackness, that it thrust out to 
move itself along. But deep within 
it were two bright green points— 
like eyes, Green baleful orbs, aflame 
with fiendish malevolence! 


T was alive, this living darkness. 

It was unlike any higher form of 
life. But it has since come to me 
that it resembled the amoeba—a 
single-cell animal, a flowing mass 
of protoplasmic slime. Like the 
amoeba this darkness moved by 
extended narrow pseudopods from 
its mass. And the green eyes of 
horror, in which its unearthly life 
appeared to be concentrated, per- 
haps correspond to the vacuoles or 
nuclei of the protozoan animals. 

I realized, with a paralyzing sen- 
sation of horror unutterable, that it 
was one of the monsters from that 
world of black nightmare, beyond 
the copper ring. And that it was 
coming to claim again Stella’s body, 
to which it was still connected by 
some tainted bond. 

Though it seemed only to creep 
or flow, it moved with a terrible 
swiftness—far faster, even, than the 
wolves, 

In a moment after I saw it, it 
had reached Stella’s body. It paused, 
hung over her, a thick, viscid, cling- 
ing cloud of unclean blackness with 
those greenish, fearful eyes staring 
from its foul mass. For a moment 
it hid her body, with its creeping, 
sprawling, ink-black and shapeless 
masses, crawling cver her like hor- 
rid tentacles. 

Then it fowed into her body. 

It seemed to stream through her 
nostrils, into her mouth. The black 
cloud hanging over her steadily di- 
minished. The infernal green orbs 
remained above, in the writhing 
darkness, until the last. And then 
they seemed to sink into her eyes. 


Abruptly, her pallid body came to 
terrible life. 

She writhed, straining at her 
bonds with preternatural strength, 
rolling from the coat into the snow, 
hideously convulsed. Her eyes were 
open again—and they shone, not 
with their own life, but with the 
dreadful fire of the green, malevo- 
lent orbs that had sunk into them, 

Her eyes were the eyes of the 
creeping blackness. 

From her throat came the soul- 
numbing, wolfish baying, that I had 
already heard under such frightful 
circumstances. It was an animal cry, 
yet it had an uncanny human note 
that was terrifying. 

She was calling to the pack! 


HAT sound nerved my par- 

alyzed limbs. For the few mo- 
ments that it had taken the mon- 
strous thing of blackness to flow 
into Stella’s body, I had stood mo- 
tionless, transfixed with the horror 
of it. 

Now I turned and ran madly 
across the snow toward the dancing 
lights of Hebron. Behind me the 
werewoman still writhed in the 
snow, trying to break her bonds, 
howling weirdly—summoning the 
pack! 

Those twinkling lights seemed to 
mock me. They looked very near 
across the ghostly, gleaming plain 
of snow. They seemed to dance 
away from me as [I ran. They 
seemed to move like fireflies, 
pausing until I was almost upon 
them, then retreating, to scintillate 
far across the snow. 

I forgot my weariness, forgot the 
dull, throbbing pain of the unhealed 
wound in my leg. I ran desperately, 
as I had never run before. Not only 
was my life at stake, but Stella’s 
and my father’s. Even, I had good 
reason to fear, the lives of all 
humanity. 

Before I had covered half the 
distance, I heard behind me the 
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voice of the pack. A weird, wailing, 
far-off cry which grew swiftly 
louder. The werewoman had called, 
and the pack was coming to free 
her. 


N I ran. My steps seemed so 

pitifully short, despite my 
agony of effort, so pitifully slow. 
My feet sank deep into the snow 
which seemed to cling to them with 
maleficent demon-fingers. And the 
lights that seemed so near appeared 
to be dancing mockingly away be- 
fore me. 

Sweat poured from my body. My 
lungs throbbed with pain. My breath 
came in quick, agonized gasps. My 
heart seemed to hammer against the 
base of my brain. My mind seemed 
drowning in a sea of pain. And on 
I ran. 

The lights of Hebron became un- 
real ghost-fires, false will-o’-the- 
wisps. They quivered before me in 
a blank world of gray darkness. 
And I labored on toward them, 
through a dull haze of agony. I saw 
nothing else. And nothing did I 
hear, but the moaning of the pack. 

I was so weary that I could not 
think. But I suddenly became aware 
that the pack was very near. I think 
I turned my head and glanced back 
for a moment. Or it may be that I 
remember the pack only as I saw it 
in imagination. But I have a very 
vivid picture of gaunt gray wolves 
leaping and baying hideously, and 
pallid, green-eyed men running with 
them, howling with them. 

Yet on I ran, fighting the black 
mists of exhaustion that closed 
about my brain. Heartbreaking in- 
ertia seemed to oppose every effort, 
as if I were swimming against a re- 
sisting tide. On and on I ran, with 
eyes for nothing, thought for noth- 
ing, except the lights before me, the 
dancing, mocking lights of Hebron, 
that seemed very near, and always 
fled before me. 

Then suddenly I was lying in the 


soft snow with my eyes closed. Thé 
yielding couch was very comfortable 
to my exhausted body. I lay there, 
relaxed. I did not even try to rise; 
my strength was utterly gone, 
Blackness came upon me—uncon- 
sciousness that even the howling of 
the pack could not keep away. The 
weird ululation seemed to grow 
fainter and I knew no more. 


CHAPTER XI 
A Battle of Light and Darkness 


* RETTY near all in, ain’t you, 

Mister?” a rough voice pen- 
etrated to my fatigue-drugged mind. 
Strong hands were helping me to 
my feet. I opened my eyes and 
stared confusedly about me. Two 
roughly clad men were supporting 
me. And another, whom I recog: 
nized as the station agent, Connell, 
held a gasoline lantern. 

Before me, almost at hand, were 
the lights of Hebron, which had 
seemed to dance away so mock- 
ingly. I saw that I had collapsed 
in the outskirts of the straggling 
village—so near the few street 
lights that the pack had been unable 
to approach me. 

“That you, McLaurin?” Connell 
demanded in surprise, recognizing 
my face. “We figgered they got you 
and Judson.” 

“They did,” I found voice to say. 
“But they carried me off alive. I 
got away.” 

I was too nearly dead with ex- 
haustion to answer their questions. 
Only vaguely do I recall how they 
carried me into a house, and un- 
dressed me. I went to sleep while 
they were examining the wound on 
my leg, exclaiming with horror at 
the marks of teeth. After I was 
sleeping they dressed it again, and 
then put me to bed. 

It was noon of the following day 
when I awoke. A nervous boy of 
perhaps ten years was sitting by the 
bed. His name, he said, was Marvin 
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Potts, son of Joel Potts, owner of 
a general store in Hebron. His 
father had been one of the men 
who had found me when their at- 
tention was attracted by the howl- 
ing of the pack. I had been carried 
into the Potts home. 

The boy called his mother. She, 
finding that I was hungry, soon 
brought me coffee, biscuits, bacon, 
and fried potatoes. I ate with good 
appetite, though I was far from re- 
covered from my desperate run to 
escape the pack. While I was eating, 
still lying in bed, raised on an 
elbow, my host came in. Connell, 
the station agent, and two other 
men were with him. 


LL were anxious to hear my 

story. I told it to them briefly, 
or as much of it as I thought they 
would believe. 

From them I learned that the 
weird pack had found several more 
human victims. A lone ranch house 
had been raided on the night be- 
fore and three men carried from it. 
They told me, too, that Mrs. Jud- 
son, frantic with grief over the loss 
of her husband, had gone out across 
the snow to seek him and had not 
come back. How well I recalled now 
that she had found him! Bitterly 
I reproached myself for having 
urged the man to risk the night trip 
with me. 

I inquired if any steps had been 
made to hunt the wolves. 

The sheriff, I learned, had or- 
ganized a posse, which had ventured 
out from Hebron several times. 
Abundant tracks of men and wolves, 
running side by side, had been 
found. There had been no difficulty 
in following the trail. But, I gath- 
ered, the hunters had not been 
very eager for success. The snow 
was deep; they could not travel rap- 
idly, and they had owned no in- 
tention of meeting the pack by 
night. The trails had never been fol- 
lowed more than six or seven miles 


from Hebron. The sheriff had re- 
turned to the county seat, twelve 
miles down the railroad, promising 
to return when the snow had melted 
enough to make traveling easier. 
And the few score inhabitants of 
Hebron, though deeply disturbed by 
the fate of their neighbors who had 
been taken by the pack, had been 
too much terrorized to undertake 
any determined expedition on their 
own account 

When I spoke of getting someone 
to return with me to the ranch, 
quick evasions met me. The example 
of Judson’s fate was very strongly 
in the minds of all present. None 
cared to risk being caught away 
from the town by night. I realized 
that I must act alone, unaided. 


OST of that day I remained 

in bed, recuperating. I knew 
that I would need my full strength 
for the trial that lay before me. I 
investigated the available resources, 
however, and made plans for my 
mad attempt to strike at the menace 
that overhung humanity. 

With the boy, Marvin, acting as 
my agent, I purchased an ancient 
buggy, with a brown nag and 
harress, to carry me back to the 
ranch house; my efforts to rent a 
vehicle, or to hire someone to take 
me back, had proved signal failures. 
I had him also to arrange to pro- 
cure for me other equipment. 

I had him buy a dozen gasoline 
lanterns, with an abundant supply 
of mantles, and two five-gallon tins, 
full of gasoline. Finding that the 
Hebron High School boasted a 
meager supply of laboratory equip- 
ment, I sent the boy in search of 
magnesium ribbon, and sulphur. He 
returned with a good bundle of 
the thin, metallic strips, cut in 
various lengths. I dipped the ends 
of each strip in molten sulphur, to 
facilitate lighting. 

He bought me two powerful elec- 
tric flashlights, with a supply of 
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spare bulbs and batteries, extra am- 
munition for my automatic, and 
two dozen sticks of dynamite, with 
caps and fuses. 

Next morning I woke early, feel- 
ing much recovered. The shallow, 
gnawed wound in my leg was fast 
healing, and had ceased to pain me 
greatly. As I sat down to a simple 
breakfast with the Potts family, 
I assured them confidently that, on 
this day, I was going to return to 
the den of the strange pack, from 
which I had escaped, and put an 
end to it. 

Before we had finished eating, 
I heard the hail of the man from 
whom the buggy had been bought, 
driving up to deliver it and col- 
lect the ample price that Marvin 
Potts had agreed that I would pay. 
The boy went out with me. We 
took the vehicle, and together made 
the rounds of Hebron’s few stores, 
collecting the articles he had bought 
for me on the day before—the 
lanterns, the supply of gasoline, the 
electric searchlights, and the dyna- 
mite. 


T was still early morning when 

I left the boy at the end of the 
street, rewarding him with a bill, 
and drove alone through the snow, 
back toward the lonely ranch house 
where I had experienced such hor- 
rors. 

The day, though bright, was cold. 
The snow had never begun to thaw; 
it was still as thick as ever. My 
brown nag plodded along slowly, 


his feet and the buggy’s tires 
cruching through the crusted 
snow. 


As Hebron vanished behind me, 
and I was surrounded only by the 
vast, glittering sea of unbroken 
snow, fear and dread came upon me 
—a violent longing to hurry to some 
crowded haunt of men. My imag- 
ination pictured the terrors of the 
night, when the weird pack would 
run again upon the snow. 


How easy would it be to return, 
take the train for New York, and 
forget the terrors of this place! 
No, I knew that I could never for- 
get. I could never forget the threat 
of that dread, night-black world 
beyond the copper ring, the fact 
that its evil spawn planned to seize 
our world and make it a sphere of 
rotting gloom like their own. 

And Stella! Never could I forget 
her. I knew now that I loved her, 
that I must save her or perish with 
her. 

I urged the pony on, across the 
lonely and illimitable desert of sun- 
lit snow. 

It was somewhat past noon when 
I reached the ranch house. But I 
still had a safe margin of daylight. 
Immediately I set about my prep- 
arations. 

There was much to do: unpacking 
the boxes piled on the buggy; fill- 
ing the dozen gasoline lanterns, 
pumping them up with air, burning 
their mantles, and seeing that they 
operated satisfactorily; attaching 
caps and fuses to the sticks of dyna- 
mite, testing my powerful flash- 
lights; loading the little automatic 
and filling the extra clips; stowing 
conveniently in my pockets an 
abundance of matches, ammunition, 
extra batteries for the electric 
torches, the strips of magnesium 
ribbon. 


HE sun was still high when 

the preparations were com- 
pleted. I took time then to put the 
pony in the stable behind the old 
house. I locked the door, and barri- 
caded the building, so that, if any 
dread change converted the animal 
into a green-eyed monster, it would 
find itself imprisoned. 

Then I went through the old 
house, carrying a lighted lantern. 
It was silent, deserted. All the mon- 
sters were evidently below. The 
door of the cellar was closed, all 
crevices chinked against light. 
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I lit my dozen powerful lanterns 
and arranged them in a circle about 
it. 

Then I threw back the door. 

A weird and fearful howl came 
from the dark passage below it! 
I heard the rush of feet, as the 
howling thing retreated down the 
tunnel. From below came angry 
growls, shrill feral whines. 

A physical wave of nauseating 
horror broke chillingly over me, at 
the thought of invading that red-lit 
temple-burrow, where I had en- 
dured such unnamable atrocities of 
horror. I shrank back, trembling. 
But at the thought of my own 
father and lovely, blue-eyed Stella, 
down in that temple of terror, ruled 
by foul monsters, I recovered my 
courage. 

I stepped back toward the yawn- 
ing black mouth of the den that 
these monsters had built. 

The lanterns I had first intended 
to leave in a ring about the mouth 
of the burrow, except one to carry 
with me. Now it occurred to me that 
they would prevent the escape of 
the monsters more effectively if 
scattered along the passage. I gath- 
ered up six of them, three in each 
hand, and started down the steps. 

Their powerful white rays illu- 
minated the old cellar with welcome 
brilliance. I left one of them there, 
in the center of the cellar’s floor. 
And three more of them I set along 
the slanting passage that led down 
into the deeper excavation, 

I intended to set the two that re- 
mained on the floor of the temple, 
and perhaps return to the surface 
for others. I hoped that the light 
would drive the alien life from all 
of the pack, as it had from Stella. 
When they were unconscious, I 
could carry out Stella and my 
father, and any of the others that 
seemed whole enough for normal 
life. The great machine, and the 
temple itself, I intended to destroy 
with the dynamite. 


STEPPED from the end of the 

passage, into the vast, black, 
many-pillared hall. The _ intense 
white radiance of the faintly 
humming lanterns dispelled the 
terrible, blood-red gloom. I heard 
an appalling chorus of agonized 
animal cries; weird, feral whines 
and howls of pain. In the farther 
end of the long hall, beyond the 
massive ebon pillars, I saw slink- 
ing, green-orbed forms, crowding 
into the shadows. 

I set the two lanterns down on 
the black floor and drew one of the 
powerful flashlights from my 
pocket. Its intense, penetrating 
beam probed the shadows beyond 
the huge columns of jet. The cower- 
ing, howling shapes of men and 
wolves shrieked when it touched 
them, and fell to the black floor. 

Confidently I stepped forward, to 
search out new corners with the 
brilliant finger of light. 

Fatal confidence! I had underes- 
timated the cunning and the science 
of my enemies. When I first saw 
the black globe, my foot was 
already poised above it. A perfect 
sphere of utter blackness, a foot- 
thick globe that looked as if it had 
been turned from midnight crystal. 

I could not avoid touching it. And 
it seemed to explode at my touch. 
There was a dull, ominous plop. 
And billowing darkness rushed from 
it. A black gas swirled up about me 
and shrouded me in_ smothering 
gloom. 

Wildly I turned, dashed back to- 
ward the passage that led up to 
open air and daylight. I was utterly 
blinded. The blazing lanterns were 
completely invisible. I heard one of 
them dashed over by my blundering 
feet. 

Then I stumbled against the cold 
temple wall. In feverish haste I felt 
along it. In either direction, as far 
as I could reach, the wall was 
smooth. Where was the passage? A 
dozen feet I blundered along, feel- 
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ing the wall. No, the passage must 
be in the other direction. 

I turned. The triumphant, un- 
earthly baying of the pack reached 
my ears; the padding of feet down 
the length of the temple. I rushed 
along the wall, stumbled and fell 
over a hot lantern. 

And they were upon me.... 


HE strange, sourceless, blood- 

hued radiance of the temple was 
about me once more. The thick, 
black pillars thrust up beside me, 
to support the ebon roof. I was 
bound, helpless, to one of those 
cold, massive columns, as I had once 
been before, with the same bloody 
rope. 

Before me was the strange mech- 
anism that opened the way to that 
other plane—the Black Dimension 
—by changing the vibration fre- 
quencies of the matter of one world, 
to those of the other, interlocking 
universe. The red light gleamed like 
blood on the copper ring, and the 
huge mirror behind it. I saw with 
relief that the electron tubes were 
dead, the gasoline engine silent, the 
blackness gone from the ring. 

And before the ring had been 
erected qa fearful altar, upon which 
reposed the torn, mangled, and 
bleeding bodies of men and women, 
of gaunt gray wolves, and little co- 
yotes, and other animals. The pack 
had found good hunting, on the 
two nights that I had been gone! © 

The corpse-white, green-orbed, 
monstrous things, the frightfully 
changed bodies of Stella and my 
father and the others, were about 
me. 

“Your coming back is good,” the 
whining, feral tones of the thing in 
my father’s body rang dreadfully in 
my ears. “The manufacturer of elec- 
tricity will not run. You return to 
make it turn again. The way must 
be opened again, for new life to 
come to these that wait.” He pointed 
a deathly white arm to the pile of 


weltering bodies on the black floor. 

“Then the new life to you also 
we will bring. Too many times you 
run away. You become one with us. 
And we seek a man who will act 
as we say. But first must the way 
be opened again. 

“From our world will the life 
come. To take the bodies of men as 
machines. To make gas of darkness 
like that you found within this hall, 
to hide all the light of your world, 
and make it fit for us.” 

My mind reeled with horror at 
thought of the inconceivable, un- 
thinkable menace risen like a dread 
specter to face humanity. At the 
thought that soon I, too, would be 
a mere machine. My body, cold and 
white as a corpse, doing unnamable 
deeds at the command of the thing 
of darkness whose green eyes would 
blaze in my sockets! 

“Quickly tell the method to turn 
the maker of electricity,” came the 
maleficent snarl, menacing, gloat- 
ing, “or we gnaw the flesh from 
your bones, and seek another who 
will do our will!” 


CHAPTER XII 
Spawn of the Black Dimension 


AGREED to attempt to start 
the little gasoline engine, hoping 
for some opportunity to turn the 
tables again. I was certain that I 
could do nothing so long as I was 
bound te the pillar. And the threat 
to find another normal man to take 
my place as teacher of these mon- 
sters from that alien world brought 
realization that I must strike soon. 
Presently they were convinced 
that they required more than ver- 
bal aid in starting the little motor. 
One of the mechanics unbound me, 
and led me over to the machine, 
keeping a painful grip upon my 
arm with ice-cold fingers. 
Unobtrusively, I dropped a hand 
to feel my pockets. They were 
empty! 
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“Make not light!” my father 
snarled warningly, having seen the 
movement. 

They had awakened to the neces- 
sity of searching my _ person. 
Glancing about the red-lit temple, 
I saw the articles they had taken 
from me, in a little pile against the 
base of a huge black pillar. The 
automatic, spare clips of ammuni- 
tion, flashlights, batteries, boxes of 
matches, strips of magnesium rib- 
bon. The two gasoline lanterns that 
I had brought into the great hall 
were there too, having evidently 
been extinguished by the black gas 
which had blinded me. 

Two gray wolves stood alertly be- 
side the articles, which must have 
been taken from me before I re- 
covered consciousness after the on- 
rush of the pack. Their strange 
green eyes stared at me balefully, 
through the crimson gloom. 

After fussing with the engine for 
a few moments, while my father 
kept his cold, cruelly firm grip 
upon my shoulder, and scores of 
hideous green orbs in the bodies of 
wolves and men watched my every 
move, I discovered that it had 
stopped for lack of fuel. They had 
let it run on after I wrecked the 
machine, until the gasoline was ex- 
hausted. 

I explained to my father that it 
would not run without more gaso- 
line. 

“Make it turn to cause elec- 
tricity,” he said, repeating his men- 
acing, wolfish snarl, “or we gnaw 
the flesh from your bones, and find 
another man.” 


T first I insisted that I could 

not get gasoline without visit- 

ing some inhabited place. Under the 

threat of torture however—when 

they dragged me back toward the 

bloody rope—I confessed that the 

fuel in the gasoline lanterns might 
be used. 

They were 


suspicious. They 


searched me again, to be certain 
that I had upon my person no means 
of making a light. And the lanterns 
were examined very carefully for 
any means of lighting without 
matches. 

Finally they brought me the lan- 
terns. With my father grasping my 
arm, I poured the gasoline from 
them into the engine’s fuel tank. 
Under any circumstances it would 
have been difficult to avoid spilling 
the liquid. I took pains to spill as 
much as seemed possible without 
rousing suspicion—contriving to 
pour a little pool of it under the 
exhaust, where a spark might ignite 
the fumes. 

Then they made me start the 
engine. Coils hummed once more; 
the electron tubes lit. Blackness 
seemed to pour from the strange 
central tube, to be reflected into 
the great copper ring by the wide, 
polished mirror. 

Again, I looked through the vast 
ring into the Black Dimension! 

Before me lay a sky of gloom, of 
darkness unutterable and unbroken, 
stagnant, lurid waters, dimly aglow 
with the luminosity of foul decay; 
worn black hills, covered with ob- 
scene, writhing, reptilian vegetation 
that glowed vaguely and lividly 
green. And on one of those hills 
was the city. 

A sprawled smear of red evil, 
it was, a splash of crimson dark- 
ness, of red corruption. It spread 
over the hill like a many-tentacled 
monster of dark red mist. Ugly 
masses rose from it, wart-like knobs 
and projections—ghastly travesties 
of minarets and towers. 

It was motionless. And within its 
reeking, fetid scarlet darkness, 
lurked things of creeping gloom— 
nameless hordes of things like that 
unthinkable monstrosity that I had 
seen flow into Stella’s body Green- 
eyed, living horrors of flowing 
blackness. 

The monsters about me howled 
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through the ring, into that black 
world—calling! 


ND soon, through the copper 

ring, came flowing a river of 
shapeless, inconceivable horror! 
Formless monsters of an alien uni- 
verse. Foul beings of the darkness— 
spawn of the Black Dimension! 


Fearful green eyes were 
swimming in clotted, creeping 
masses of evil darkness. They 


swarmed over the pile of dead 
things on the floor. And the dead 
rose to forbidden, nameless life! 

Mutilated corpses, and the torn 
bodies of wolves sprang up, whining, 
snarling. And the eyes of each were 
the malevolent, glaring green eyes 
of the things that had flowed into 
thern. 

I was still beside the rhythmically 
throbbing little engine. As I shrank 
back in numbed horror from the 
fearful spectacle of the dead rising 
to unhallowed life, my eyes fell 
despairingly upon the little pool of 
gasoline I had spilled upon the 
black floor. It was not yet ignited. 

I had some fleeting idea of try- 
ing to saturate my hand with gas- 
oline and hold it in front of the 
exhaust, to make of it a living 
torch. But it was too late for that, 
and the ruthless, ice-cold fingers 
still clutched my arm painfully. 

Then my father whined wolfishly. 

A creepy, formless, obscene mass 
of blackness, with twin green orbs 
in it, glowing with mad, alien fires, 
left the river of them that poured 
through the ring and crept across to 
me. 

“Now you become one like us!” 
came the whining voice. 

The thing was coming to flow into 
my body, to make me its slave, 
its machine! 

I screamed, struggled in the cruel 
hands that held me. In an insanity 
of terror, I cursed and pleaded— 
promised to give the monsters the 
world. And the creeping blackness 


came on. I collapsed, drenched with 
icy Sweat, quivering, nauseated with 
horror. 


HEN, as I had prayed it would 

do, the little engine coughed. 
A stream of pale red sparks shot 
from the exhaust. There was a 
sudden, dull, explosive sound of 
igniting vapor. A yellow flash lit 
the black-pillared temple. 

A flickering column of blue and 
yellow flame rose from the pool of 
gasoline beside the engine. 

The things of blackness were 
consumed by the light—they van- 
ished! 

The temple became a bedlam of 
shrill, agonized howls, of confused, 
rushing, panic-stricken bodies. The 
flerce grasp upon my arm was re- 
laxed. My father fell upon the floor, 
writhing across the room toward the 
shelter of a black pillar, hiding his 
green eyes with an arm flung across 
them, 

I saw that the gray wolves had 
deserted their post beside the 
articles of mine they had been 
guarding, at the foot of the massive 
black column. I left the flickering 
pillar of fire and dashed across to 
them. 

In a moment my shaking hands 
had clutched upon one of the power- 
ful electric flashlights. In desperate 
haste I found the switch and flicked 
it on. With the intense, dazzling 
beam, I swept the vast columned 
hall. The hellish chorus of animal 
cries of pain rose to a higher pitch. 
I saw gray wolves and ghastly white 
men cowering in the shadows of the 
massive pillars. 

I snatched up the other search- 
light and turned it on. Then, hastily 
gathering up pistol, ammunition, 
matches, and strips of magnesium 
ribbon, I retreated to a position 
beside the flaring gasoline. 

This time I moved very cau- 
tiously, flashing the light before 
me to avoid stumbling into another 
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bomb of darkness, like that which 
had been my undoing before. But 
I think my precaution was useless; 
I am sure, from what I afterward 
saw, that only one had been pre- 
pared. 


S I got back to the engine, 

I noticed that it was still 
running, that the way to the Black 
Dimension, through the copper ring, 
was still open. I cut off the fuel, 
at the carburetor. The little engine 
coughed, panted, slowed down. The 
wall of darkness faded from the 
copper ring, breaking our con- 
nection with that hideous world of 
another interpenetrating universe. 

Then I hastily laid the flashlights 
on the floor, laying them so they 
cast their broad, bright beams in 
opposite directions. I fumbled for 
matches, struck one to the end of a 
strip of magnesium ‘ribbon, to 
which I had applied sulphur to 
make it easier to light. 

It burst into sudden blinding, 
dazzling, white radiance, bright as 
a miniature sun. I flung it across 
the great black hall. It outlined a 
white parabola. Its intense light cut 
the shadows from behind the ebon 
pillars. 

The cowering, hiding things 
howled in new agony. They lay on 
the black floor, trembling, writhing, 
fearfully contorted. Low, agonized 
whinings came from them. 

Again and again I ignited the thin 
ribbons of metal and flung them 
flaming toward the corners of the 
room, to banish all shadow with 
their brilliant white fire. 

The howling grew weaker, the 
whines died away. The wolves and 
the corpse-white men moved no 
more. Their fierce, twisting 
struggles of agony were stilled. 

When the last strip of magnesium 
was gone, I drew the automatic, put 
a bullet through the little engine’s 
gasoline tank, and lit a match to 
the thin stream of clear liquid that 


trickled out. As a new flaring pillar 
of light rushed upward, I hurried 
toward the passage that led to the 
surface, watching for another of 
those black spheres that erupted 
darkness. 

I found the gasoline lanterns I 
had left in the tunnel still burning; 
the monsters had evidently found 
no way of putting them out. 


N to the surface I ran. I gath- 

ered up the six lanterns I had 
left there—still burning brilliantly 
in the gathering dusk—and plunged 
with them back down the passage, 
into the huge, pillared temple. 

The monsters were still inert, un- 
conscious. 

I arranged the powerful lanterns 
about the floor, so placed that every 
part of the strange temple was bril- 
liantly illuminated. In the pen- 
etrating radiance, the monsters lay 
motionless, 

Returning to the surface, I 
brought one of my full cans of 
gasoline, and two more of the 
lighted lanterns. I filled, pumped 
up, and lit the two lanterns from 
which I had drawn the gasoline. 

Then I went about the black- 
walled tempie, always keeping two 
lanterns close beside me, and 
dragged the lax, ice-cold bodies 
from their crouching postures, turn- 
ing them so the faces would be 
toward the light. I found Stella, 
her lovely body still unharmed, ex- 
cept for its deathly pallor and its 
strange cold. And then I came upon 
my father. There was also the 
mangled thing that had been Jud- 
son, and the headless body that had 
been Blake Jetton, Stella’s father. 
I gazed at many more lacerated 
human bodies and at the chill car- 
casses of wolves, of coyotes, of the 
gray horse, of a few other animals. 

In half an hour, perhaps, the 
change was complete. 

The unearthly chill of that alien 
life was gone from the bodies. Most 
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of them quickly stiffened—with be- 
lated rigor mortis. Even my father 
was quite evidently dead. His body 
remained stiff and cold—though 
the strange chill had departed. 

But Stella’s exquisite form grew 
warm again; the soft flush of life 
came to it. She breathed and her 
heart beat slowly. 

I carried her up to the old cellar, 
and laid her on its floor, with two 
lanterns blazing near her, to pre- 
vent any return of that forbidden 
life, while I finished the ghastly 
work left for me below. 


NEED not go into details. ... 

But when I had used half my 
supply of dynamite, no recognizable 
fragments were left, either of the 
accursed machine, or of the dead 
bodies that had been animated with 
such monstrous life. I planted the 
other dozen sticks of dynamite be- 
side the great black pillars, and in 
the walls of the tunnel... . 

The subterranean hall that I have 
called a temple will never be 
entered again. 

When that work was done, I 
carried Stella up to her room, and 
put her very gently to bed. Through 
the night I watched her anxiously, 
keeping a bright light in the room. 
But there was no sign of what I 
feared. She slept deeply, but nor- 
mally, apparently free from any 
taint of the monstrous life that had 
possessed her. 

Dawn came after a weary night, 
and there was a rosy gleam upon the 
snow. 

The sleeping girl stirred. Fathom- 
less blue eyes opened, stared into 
mine. Startled eyes, eager, ques- 
tioning. Not clouded with dream as 
when she had awakened before. 

“Clovis!” Stella cried, in her nat- 
ural, softly golden voice. “Clovis, 
what are you doing here? Where’s 
Father? Dr. McLaurin?” 

“You are all right?” I demanded 
eagerly. “You are well?” 


| 


“Well?” she asked, raising her 
exquisite head in surprise. “Of 
course I’m well. What could be the 
matter with me? Dr. McLaurin is 
going to try his great experiment 
to-day. Did you come to help?” 

Then I knew—and a great glad- 
ness came with the knowledge—that 
all memory of the horror had been 
swept from her mind. She recalled 
nothing that had happened since 
the eve of the experiment that had 
brought such a train of terrors. 

She looked suddenly past me—at 
the picture of myself upon the wall. 
These was a curious expression on 
her face; she flushed a little, look- 
ing very beautiful with heightened 
color. 

“I didn’t give you that picture,” 
I accused her. I wished to avoid 
answering any questions, for the 
time being, about her father or 
mine, or any experiments. 

“I got it from your father,” she 
confessed. 


HAVE written this narrative in 

the home of Dr. Friedrichs, the 
noted New York psychiatrist, who 
is a close friend of mine. I came to 
him as soon as Stella and I reached 
New York, and he has since had me 
stay at his home, under his constant 
observation. 

He assures me that, within a few 
weeks, I shall be completely re- 
covered. But sometimes I doubt that 
I will ever be entirely sane. The 
horrors of that invasion from an- 
other universe are graven too deeply 
upon my mind. I cannot bear to be 
alone in darkness, or even in moon- 
light. And I tremble when I hear 
the howling of a dog, and hastily 
seek bright lights and the company 
of human beings. 

I have told Dr. Friedrichs my 
story, and he believes. It is because 
of his urging that I have written it 
down. It is an historical truism, my 
friend says, that all legend, myth, 
and folklore has a basis in fact. 
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And no legends are wider spread 
than those of lycanthropy. It is re- 
markable that not only wolves are 
subjects of these legends, but the 
most ferocious wild animals of each 
country. In Scandinavia, for in- 
stance, the legends concern bears; 
on the continent of Europe, wolves; 
in South America, jaguars; in Asia 
and Africa, leopards and tigers. It 
is also remarkable that belief in 
possession by evil spirits, and belief 
in vampires, is associated with the 
widespread belief in werewolves. 
Dr. Friedrichs thinks that through 
some cosmic accident, these mon- 
sters of the Black Dimension have 
been let into our world before; and 
that those curiously widespread leg- 
ends and beliefs are folk-memories 
of horrors visited upon earth when 


those unthinkable monstrosities 
stole the bodies of men and of 
savage beasts, and hunted through 
the darkness. 

Much might be said in support of 
the theory, but I shall let my experi- 
ence speak for itself. 

Stella comes often to see me, and 
she is more exquisitely lovely than 
I had ever realized. My friend as- 
sures me that her mind is quite 
normal. Her lapse of memory is 
quite natural, he says, since her 
mind was sleeping while the alien 
entity ruled her body. And he says 
there is no possibility that she will 
be possessed again. 

We are planning to be married 
within a few weeks, as soon as Dr. 
Friedrichs says that my _ horror- 
seared mind is sufficiently healed. 





(Continued from page 128) 


into the basement. corridor of Dall’s 
house and paused outside the door 
of his office. Their voices could be 
heard in snatches of sentences as 
they interrupted each other. 

“heard that Dead Legs had some- 
thing on Dr. Carson for a long time, 
but never thought—” 

“—butler said he screamed about 
Roper being buried under the floor 
in here and something about Roper’s 

legs. We knew damned well Dall 
was the one who put Roper away, but 
couldn’t pin—” 

The  police-captain in charge 
turned at the door. “Have your guns 
ready, there. We’re going right in.” 

The door flew open from his kick 
and with pistols ready the police- 
men burst into Dall’s office. A glance 
showed that he was not in it, but the 
door at its rear was open and in a 
moment they were through that. All 
stared about them for a moment at 
the elaborately-fitted little operat- 
ing-room. Then they uttered cries of 
horror as they saw the wheel-chair 
that stood beside an instrument- 
cabinet. 

Dall sat in that wheel-chair, his 


eyes staring blankly out of his dead, 
distorted face. His hands still held 
tightly a heavy, ax-like surgical im- 
plement, and his legs had been cut 
off by terrific strokes above the 
knees. In the red pool around the 
chair lay the severed bonds that had 
held his legs, but the legs themselves 


were not near the chair nor anywhere 


in the operating-room. The men 
gazed at one another dumbly. 

Then someone pointed dumbly, 
and all saw that red footprints led 
from the chair into the room they 
had first rushed through, the office. 
They followed the footprints back 
in there and from them came excla- 
mations of an utter and deeper hor- 
ror as they saw. On the oblong of 
whiter cement at the corner of the 
room’s floor lay the two severed legs. 

“Roper was buried under the floor 
there, he said,” someone exclaimed 
in a choking voice. “And he said 
Roper’s legs—” 

But another cried what was in all 
their minds. “Roper’s legs or not, 
Dall did it back there in the other 
room. He never moved afterward. ... 

“How did the legs get here?” 








Blurred shadows seemed to be prowling through the darkness, 


Stragella 
By Hugh B. Cave 


IGHT, black as pitch and 
filled with the wailing of 
a dead wind, sank like a 
shapeless specter into the 
oily waters of the Indian Ocean, 
leaving a great gray expanse of sul- 
len sea, empty 
except for a soli- 
tary speck that 
rose and dropped 
tn the long 





The meeting with Stragella, under 


the mist that was a shroud. 





The forlorn thing was a ship’s 
boat. For seven days ‘and seven 
nights it had drifted through the 
waste, bearing its ghastly. burden. 
Now, groping to his knees, one of 
me two survivors peered away into. 
the East, where. 
the. first glare of 
a red: sun filtered 
over the tim. of 
the world: 


Within arm’s. 
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reach, in the bottom of the boat, 
lay a second figure, face down. All 
night long he had lain there. Even 
the torrential shower, descending 
in the dark hours and flooding the 
dory with life-giving water, had 
failed to move him. 

The first man crawled forward. 
Scooping water out of the tar- 
paulin with a battered tin cup, he 
turned his companion over and 
forced the stuff through receded 


lips. 
“Miggs!” The voice was a 
cracked whisper. “Miggs! Good 


God, you ain’t dead, Miggs? I ain’t 
left all alone out here—” 

John Miggs opened his 
feebly. 

“What—what’s wrong?” he mut- 
tered. 

“We got water, Miggs! Water!” 

“You’re dreamin’ again, Yancy. It 
—it ain’t water. It’s nothin’ but 
sea—” 

“It rained!” Yancy screeched. 
“Last night it rained. I stretched 
the tarpaulin. All night long I 
been lyin’ face up, lettin’ it rain 
in my mouth!” 

Miggs touched the tin cup to his 
tongue and lapped its contents sus- 
piciously. With a mumbled cry he 
gulped the water down, Then, gib- 
bering like a monkey, he was crawl- 
ing toward the tarpaulin. 

Yancy flung him back, snarling. 

“No you won’t!” Yancy rasped. 
“We got to save it, see? We got to 
get out of here.” 

Miggs glowered at him from the 
opposite end of the dory. Yancy 
sprawled down beside the tarpaulin 
and stared once again over the 
abandoned sea, struggling to reason 
things out. 


eyes 


HEY were somewhere in the 
Bay of Bengal. A week ago 
they had been on board the Car- 
digan, a tiny tramp freighter car- 
rying its handful of passengers 
from Maulmain to Georgetown. 


The Cardigan had foundered in 
the typhoon off the Mergui Archi- 
pelago. For twelve hours she had 
heaved and groaned through an in- 
ferno of swirling seas. Then she 
had gone under. 

Yancy’s memory of the saccted: 
ing events was a twisted, unreal 
parade of horrors. At first there 
had been five men in the little 
boat. Four days.of terrific heat, no 
water, no food, had driven the lit- 
tle Persian priest mad; and he had 
jumped overboard. The other two 
had drunk salt water and died in 
agony. Now he and Miggs were 
alone. 

The sur. was incandescent in a 
white hot sky. The sea was calm, 
greasy, unbroken except for the 
slow, patient black fins that had 
been following the boat for days. 
But something else, during the 
night, had joined the sharks in 
their hellish pursuit. Sea snakes, 
hydrophiinae, wriggling out of no- 
where, had come to haunt the dory, 
gliding in circles round and round, 
venomous, vivid, vindictive. And 
overhead were gulls  wheelirig, 
swooping in erratic arcs, cackling 
fiendishly and watching the two 
men with relentless eyes. 

Yancy glanced up at them. Gulls 
and snakes could mean only one 
thing—land! He supposed they had 
come from the Andamans, the 
prison isles of India. It didn’t 
much matter, They were here. Hid- 
eous, menacing harbingers of hope! 

His shirt, filthy and ragged, hung 
open to the belt, revealing a lean 
chest tattooed with grotesque fig- 
ures. A long time ago—too long to 
remember—he had gone on a drunk- 
en binge in Goa. Jap rum had done 
it. In company with two others of 
the Cardigan’s crew he had sham- 
bled into a tattooing establishment 
and ordered the Jap, im & bloated 
voice, to “paint anything you 
damned well like, professor. Any- 
thing at all!” And the Jap, being 
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of a religious mind and sentimental, 
had decorated Yancy’s chest with 


a most beautiful Crucifix, large, 
ornate, and colorful. 
PT brought a grim smile to 


Yancy’s lips as he peered down 
at it. But presently his attention 
was centered on something else— 
something unnatural, bewildering, 
on the horizon. The thing was a 
narrow bank of fog lving low on 
the water, as if a distorted cloud 
had sunk out of the sky and was 
floating heavily, half submerged in 
the sea. And the small boat was 
drifting toward it. 

In a little while the fog bank 
hung dense on all sides, Yancy 
groped to his feet, gazing about 
him. John Miggs muttered some- 
thing beneath his breath and 
crossed himself. 

The thing was shapeless, gray- 
ish-white, clammy. It reeked—not 
with the dank smell of sea fog, but 
with the sickly, pungent stench of 
a buried jungle or a subterranean 
mushroom cellar. The sun seemed 
unable to penetrate it. Yancy could 
see the red ball above him, a feeble, 
smothered eye of crimson fire, blot- 
ted by swirling vapor. 

“The gulls,’ mumbled Miggs. 
“They’re gone.” 

“I know it. The sharks, too— 
and the snakes. We're all alone, 
Miggs.” 

An eternity passed, while the 
dory drifted deeper and deeper 
into the cone. And then there was 
something else—something that 
came like a moaning voice out of 
the fog. The muted, irregular, sing- 
song clangor of a ship’s bell! 

“Listen!” Miggs cackled. 
hear—” 

But Yancy’s trembling arm had 
come up abruptly, pointing ahead. 

“By God, Miggs! Look!” 

Miggs scrambled up, rocking the 
boat beneath him. His bony fingers 
gripped Yancy’s arm. They stood 


“You 


there, the two of them, staring at 
the massive black shape that loomed 
up, like an ethereal phantom of 
another world, a hundred feet be- 
fore them, 

“We're saved,” Miggs said inco- 
herently. “Thank God, Nels—” 

Yancy called out shrilly. His 
voice rang through the fog with 
a hoarse jangle, like the scream of 
a caged tiger. It choked into si- 
lence. And there was no answer, no 
responsive outcry—nothing so much 
as a whisper. 


HE dory drifted closer. No 

sound came from the lips of 
the two men as they drew along- 
side. There was nothing—nothing 
but the intermittent tolling of that 
mysterious, muted bell. 

Then they realized the truth— 
a truth that brought a moan from 
Miggs’ lips.-The thing was a dere- 
lict, frowning out of the water, in- 
animate, sullen, buried in its wind- 
ing-sheet of unearthly fog. Its 
stern was high, exposing a pro- 
peller red with rust and matted 
with clinging weeds. Across the 
bow, nearly obliterated by age, ap- 
peared the words: Golconda—Car- 
diff, 

“Yancy, it ain’t no real ship! It 
ain’t of this world—” 

Yancy stooped with a snarl, and 
picked up the oar in the bottom 
of the dory. A rope dangled within 
reach, hanging like a black serpent 
over the scarred hull. With clumsy 
strokes he drove the small boat 
beneath it; then, reaching up, he 
seized the line and made the boat 
fast. 

“You’re—goin’ 
said fearfully. 

Yancy hesitated, staring up with 
bleary eyes. He was afraid, with- 
out knowing why. The Golconda 
frightened him. The mist clung to 
her tenaciously. She rolled heavily, 
ponderously in the long swell; and 
the bell was still tolling softly 


aboard?” Miggs 
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somewhere within the lost vessel. 

“Well, why not?” Yancy growled, 
“There may be food aboard. What’s 
there to be afraid of?” 

Miggs was silent. Grasping the 
ropes, Yancy clambered up them. 
His body swung like a_ gibbet- 
corpse against the side. Clutching 
the rail, he heaved himself over; 
then stood there, peering into the 
layers of thick fog, as Miggs 
climbed up and dropped down be- 
side him. 

“I—don’t like it,’ Miggs whis- 
pered. “It ain’t—” 

Yancy groped forward. The deck 
planks creaked dismally under him. 
With Miggs clinging close, he led 
the way into the waist, then into 
the bow. The cold fog seemed to 
have accumulated here in a slug- 
gish mass, as if some magnetic 
force had drawn it. Through it, 
with arms outheld in front of him, 
Yancy moved with shuffling steps, 
a blind man in a strange world. 


UDDENLY he stopped—-stopped 

so abruptly that Miggs lurched 
headlong into him. Yancy’s body 
stiffened. His eyes were wide, glar- 
ing at the deck before him. A hol- 
low, unintelligible sound parted his 
lips. 

Miggs cringed back with a livid 
screech, clawing at his shoulder. 

“What—what is it?” he said 
thickly. 

At their feet were bones. Skele- 
tons—lying there in the swirl of 
vapor. Yancy shuddered as he ex- 
amined them. Dead things they 
were, dead and harmless, yet they 
were given new life by the motion 
of the mist. They seemed to crawl, 
to wriggle, to slither toward him 
and away from him. 

He recognized some of them as 
portions of human frames. Others 
were weird, unshapely things. A 
tiger skull grinned up at him with 
jaws that seemed to widen hun- 
grily. The vertebrae of a huge 


python lay in disjointed coils on 
the planks, twisted as if in agony. 
He discerned the skeletonic re- 
mains of tigers, tapirs, and jungle 
beasts of unknown identity. And 
human heads, many of them, scat- 
tered about like an assembly of 
mocking, dead-alive faces, leering 
at him, watching him with hellish 
anticipation. The place was a 
morgue—a charnel house! 

Yancy fell back, stumbling. His 
terror had returned with triple in- 
tensity. He felt cold perspiration 
forming on his forehead, on his 
chest, trickling down the tattooed 
Crucifix. 

Frantically he swung about in 
his tracks and made for the wel- 
come solitude of the stern deck, 
only to have Miggs clutch feverish- 
ly at his arm. 

“I’m goin’ to get out of here, 
Nels! That damned bell—these here 
things—” 

Yancy flung the groping hands 
away. He tried to control his ter- 
ror. This ship—this Golconda—was 
nothing but a tramp trader. She’d 
been carrying a cargo of jungle 
animals for some expedition. The 
beasts had got loose, gone amuck, 
in a storm. There was nothing fan- 
tastic about it! 

In answer, came the intermittent 
clang of the hidden bell below 
decks and the soft lapping sound 
of the water swishing through the 
thick weeds which clung to the 
ship’s bottom, 

“Come on,” Yancy said grimly. 
“I’m goin’ to have a look around. 
We need food.” 


E strode back through the 

waist of the ship, with Miggs 
shuffling behind. Feeling his way 
to the towering stern, he found 
the fog thinner, less pungent. 

The hatch leading down into the 
stern hold was open. It hung be- 
fore his face like an uplifted hand, 
scarred, bloated, as if in mute warn- 
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ing. And out of the aperture at its 
base straggled a spidery thing that 
was strangely out of place here on 
this abandoned derelict—a curious, 
menacing, crawling vine with mot- 
tled triangular leaves and immense 
orange-hued blossoms. Like a liv- 
ing snake, intertwined about itself, 
it coiled out of the hold and 
wormed over the deck. 

Yancy stepped closer, hesitantly. 
Bending down, he reached to grasp 
one of the blooms, only to turn his 
face away and fall back with an 
involuntary mutter. The flowers 
were sickly sweet, nauseating. They 


repelled him with their savage 
odor. 
“Somethin’-—”’ Miggs whispered 


sibilantly, “is watchin’ us, Nels! I 
can feel it!” 

Yancy peered all about him. He, 
too, felt a third presence close at 
hand. Something malignant, evil, 
unearthly. He could not name it. 

“It’s your imagination,” he 
snapped. “Shut up, will you?” 

“We ain’t alone, Nels. This ain’t 
no ship at all!” 

“Shut up!” 

“But the flowers there—they ain’t 
right. Flowers don’t grow aboard 
a Christian ship, Nels!” 

“This hulk’s been here long 
enough for trees to grow on it,” 
Yancy said curtly. “The seeds prob- 
ably took root in the filth below.” 

“Well, I don’t like T.” 

“Go forward and see what you 
can find. I’m goin’ below to look 
around.” 


IGGS- shrugged helplessly 

and moved away. Alone, 
Yancy descended to the lower 
levels. It was dark down here, full 
of shadows and huge gaunt forms 
that lost their substance in the 
coils of thick, sinuous fog. He felt 
his way along the passage, pawing 
the wall with both hands. Deeper 
and deeper into the labyrinth he 
went; until he found the galley. 


The galley was a dungeon, reek- 
ing of dead, decayed food, as if 
the stench had hung there for an 
eternity without being molested; 
as if the entire ship lay in an at- 
mosphere of its own—an atmos- 


phere of the grave—through which 


the clean outer air never broke. 

But there was food here; canned 
food that stared down at him from 
the rotted shelves. The labels were 
blurred, illegible. Some of the cans 
crumbled in Yancy’s fingers as he 
seized them—disintegrated into 
brown, dry dust and trickled to the 
floor. Others were in fair condi- 
tion, air-tight. He stuffed four of 
them into his pockets and turned. 
away. 

Eagerly now, he stumbled back 
along the passage. The prospects 
of food took some of those other 
thoughts out of his mind, and he 
was in better humor when he final- 
ly found the captain’s cabin. 

Here, too, the evident age of the 
place gripped him. The walls were 
gray with mold, falling into a 
broken, warped floor, A single table 
stood on the far side near the 
bunk, a blackened, grimy table 
bearing an upright oil lamp and a 
single black book. 

He picked the lamp up timidly 
and shook it. The circular base was 
yet half full of oil, and he set it 
down carefully. It would come in 
handy later. Frowning, he peered 
at the book beside it. 

It was a seaman’s Bible, a small 
one, lying there, coated with 
cracked dust, dismal with age. 
Around it, as if some _ crawling 
slug had examined it on all sides, 
leaving a trail of excretion, lay a 
peculiar line of black pitch, irregu- 
lar but unbroken. 


ANCY picked the book up and 
flipped it open. The pages slid 
under his fingers, allowing a scrap 
of loose paper to flutter to the 
floor. He stooped to retrieve it; 
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then, seeing that it bore a line of 
penciled script, he peered closely at 
it: 

The writing. was an apparently 
irrelevant scrawl—a meaningless 
memorandum which said crudely: 

“It’s the bats and the crates. I 
know it now, but it is too late. 

God help me!” 

With a shrug, he replaced it and 
thrust the Bible into his belt, 
where it pressed comfortingly 
against his body. Then he con- 
tinued his exploration. 

In the wall cupboard he found 
two full bottles of liquor, which 
proved to be brandy. Leaving them 
there, he groped out of the cabin 
and returned to the upper deck in 
search of Miggs. 

Miggs was leaning on the rail, 
watching something below. Yancy 
trudged toward him, calling out 
shrilly: 

“Say, I got food, Miggs! Food 
and brand—” 

He did not finish. Mechanically 
his eyes followed the direction of 
Miggs’ stare, and he recoiled in- 
voluntarily as his words clipped 
into stifled silence. On the surface 
of the oily water below, huge sea 
snakes paddled against the ship’s 
side—enormous slithering shapes, 
banded with streaks of black and 
red and yellow, vicious and re- 
pulsive, 

“They’re back,” Miggs said quick- 
ly. “They know this ain’t no proper 
ship. They come here out of their 
hell-hole, to wait for us.” 

Yancy glanced at him curiously. 
The inflection of Miggs’ voice was 
peculiar—not at all the phlegmatic, 
guttural tone that usually grumbled 
through the little man’s lips. It 
was almost eager! 

“What did you find?” Yancy fal- 
tered. 

“Nothin’. All the ship’s boats are 
hangin’ in their davits. Never been 
touched.” 

“I found said 


food,” Yancy 


abruptly, gripping his arm. “We'll 
eat; then we'll feel better. What 
the hell are we, anyhow—a couple 
of fools? Soon as we eat, we'll 
stock the dory and get off this 
blasted death ship and clear out 
of this stinkin fog, We got water 
in the tarpaulin.” 

“We'll clear 
Nels?” 

“Yah. Let’s eat.” 


out? Will we, 


NCE again, Yancy led the way 

below decks to the galley. 
There, after a twenty-minute effort 
in building a fire in the rusty 
stove, he and Miggs prepared a 
meal, carrying the food into the 
captain’s cabin, where Yancy light- 
ed the lamp. 

They ate slowly, sucking the 
taste hungrily out of every mouth- 
ful, reluctant to finish. The lamp- 
light, flickering in their faces, made 
gaunt masks of features that were 
already haggard and full of antici- 
pation. 

The brandy, which Yancy fetched 
out of the cupboard, brought back 
strength and reason—and _ confi- 
dence. It brought back, too, that 
unnatural sheen to Miggs’ twitch- 
ing eyes. 

“We’d be damned fools to clear 
out of here right off,’ Miggs said 
suddenly. “The fog’s got to lift 
sooner or later. I ain’t trustin’ my- 
self to no small boat again, Nels— 
not when we don’t know where 
we're at.” 

Yancy looked at him sharply. 
The little men turned away with 
a guilty shrug. Then hesitantly: 

“J—-I kinda like it here, Nels.” 

Yancy caught the odd gleam in 
those small eyes. He bent forward 
quickly. 

“Where'd you go when I left you 
alone?” he demanded. 

“Me? I didn’t go nowhere. I—I 
just looked around a bit, and I 
picked a couple of them flowers. 
See.” 
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Miggs groped in his shirt pocket 
and held up one of the livid, 
iorange-colored blooms. His face 
took on an unholy brilliance as he 
held the thing close to his lips 
and inhaled its deadly aroma. His 
eyes, glittering across the table, 
were on fire with sudden fanatic 
lust. 


OR an instant Yancy did not 
move. Then, with a savage 
oath, he lurched up and snatched 
the flower out of Miggs’ fingers. 
Whirling, he flung it to the floor 
and ground it under his boot. 

“You damned thick-headed fool!” 
he screeched. “You—- God help 
you!” 

Then he went limp, muttering in- 
coherently. With faltering steps he 
stumbled out of the cabin and along 
the black passageway, and up on 
the abandoned deck. He staggered 
to the rail and stood there, hold- 
ing himself erect with nerveless 
hands. 

“God!” he whispered hoarsely. 
“God—what did I do that for? Am 
I goin’ crazy?” 

No answer came out of the si- 
lence. But he knew the answer. 
The thing he had done down there 
in the skipper’s cabin—those mad 
words that had spewed from his 
mouth — had been involuntary. 
Something inside him, some sense 
of danger that was all about him, 
had hurled the words out of his 
mouth before he could control 
them. And his nerves were on edge, 
too; they felt as though they were 
ready to crack. 

But he knew instinctively that 
Miggs had made a terrible mistake. 
There was something unearthly and 
wicked about those sickly sweet 
flowers. Flowers didn’t grow aboard 
ship. Not real flowers. Real flowers 
had to take root somewhere, and, 
besides, they didn’t have that 
drunken, etherish odor. Miggs 
should have left the vine alone. 


Clinging at the rail there, Yancy 
knew it, without knowing why. 


E stayed there for a long 

time, trying to think and get 
his nerves back again. In a little 
while he began to feel frightened, 
being alone, and he returned be- 
low-decks to the cabin. 

He stopped in the doorway, and 
stared. 

Miggs was still there, slumped 
grotesquely over the table. The bot- 
tle was empty. Miggs was drunk, 
unconscious, mercifully oblivious 
of his surroundings. 

For a moment Yancy glared at 
him morosely. For a moment, too, 
a new fear tugged at Yancy’s heart 
—fear of being left alone through 
the coming night. He yanked 
Miggs’ arm and shook him savage- 
ly; but there was no response. It 
would be hours, long, dreary, sin- 
ister hours, before Miggs regained 
his senses. 

Bitterly Yancy took the lamp 
and set about exploring the rest of 
the ship. If he could find the ship’s 
papers, he considered, they might 
dispel his terror, He might learn 
the truth. 

With this in mind, he sought 
the mate’s quarters. The papers had 
not been in the captain’s cabin 
where they belonged; therefore 
they might be here. 

But they were not. There was 
nothing—nothing but a chronome- 
ter, sextant, and other nautical in- 
struments lying in curious posi- 
tions on the mate’s table, rusted 
beyond repair. And there were 
flags, signal flags, thrown down as 
if they had been used at the last 
moment, And, lying in a distorted 
heap on the floor, was a human 
skeleton. 

Avoiding this last horror, Yancy 
searched the room thoroughly. Evi- 
dently, he reasoned, the captain 
had died early in the Golconda’s 
unknown plague. The mate had 
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brought these instruments, these 
flags, to his own cabin, only to 
succumb before he could use them. 

Only one thing Yancy took with 
him when he went out: a lantern, 
rusty and brittle, but still service- 
able. It was empty, but he poured 
oil into it from the lamp. Then, 
returning the lamp to the captain’s 
quarters where Miggs lay uncon- 
scious, he went on deck. 


E climbed the bridge and set 

the lantern beside him. Night 
was coming. Already the fog was 
lifting, allowing darkness to creep 
in beneath it. And so Yancy stood 
there, alone and helpless, while 
blackness settled with uncanny 
quickness over the entire ship. 

He was being watched. He felt 
it. Invisible eyes, hungry and men- 
acing, were keeping check on his 
movements, On the deck beneath 
him were those inexplicable flow- 
ers, trailing out of the unexplored 
hold, glowing like phosphorescent 
faces in the gloom. 

“By God,” Yancy mumbled, “I’m 
goin’ to get out of here!” 

His own voice startled him and 
caused him to stiffen and peer 
about him, as if someone else had 
uttered the words. And then, very 
suddenly, his eyes became fixed on 
the far horizon to starboard. His 
lips twitched open, spitting out a 
shrill cry. 

“Miggs! Miggs! A light! Look, 
Miggs—” 

Frantically he stumbled down 
from the bridge and clawed his 
way below decks to the mate’s 
cabin. Feverishly he seized the sig- 
nal flags. Then, clutching them in 
his hand, he moaned helplessly and 
‘let them fall. He realized that they 
were no good, no good in the dark. 
Gibbering to himself, he searched 
for rockets. There were none. 

Suddenly he remembered the lan- 
tern. Back again he raced through 
‘the passage, on deck, up on the 
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bridge. In another moment, with 
the lantern dangling from his arm, 
he was clambering aigher and 
higher into the black spars of the 
mainmast. Again and again he 
slipped and caught himself with 
outfung hands. And at lencth he 
stood high above the deck, feet 
braced, swinging the lantern back 
ANG Orth; 6. 


ELOW him the deck was no 
longer silent, no longer aban- 
doned. From bow to stern it was 
trembling, creaking, whispering up 
at him. He peered down fearfully. 


Blurred shadows seemed to be 
prowling through the darkness, 
coming out of nowhere, pacing 


dolefully back and forth through 
the gloom. They were watching 
him with a furtive interest. 

He called out feebly. The muted 
echo of his own voice came back 
up to him. He was aware that the 
bell was toiling again, and the 
swish of the sea was louder, more 
persistent. 

With an effort he caught a grip 
on himself, 

“Damned fool,” he rasped. “Driv- 
in’ yourself crazy—” 

The moon was rising. It blurred 
the blinking light on the horizon 
and penetrated the darkness like 
a livid yellow finger. Yancy low- 
ered the lantern with a sob. It was 
no good now. In the glare of the 
moonlight, this puny flame would 
be invisible to the men aboard that 
other ship. Slowly, cautiously, he 
climbed down to the deck. 

He tried to think of something 
to do, to take his mind off the 
fear. Striding to the rail, he hauled 
up the water butts from the dory. 
Then he stretched the tarpaulin to 
catch the precipitation of the night 
dew. No telling how long he and 
Miggs would be forced to remain 
aboard the hulk. 

He turned, then, to explore the 
forecastle. On his way across the 
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deck, he stopped and held the light 
over the creeping vine. The curi- 
ous flowers had become fragrant, 
heady, with the fumes of an intoxi- 
cating drug. He followed the coils 
to where they vanished into the 
«eld, and he looked down. He saw 
only a tumbled pile of boxes and 
crates. Barred boxes which must 
have been cages at one time. 


GAIN he turned away. The 

ship was trying to tell him 
something. He felt it—felt the 
movements of the deck planks be- 
neath his feet. The moonlight, too, 
had made hideous white things of 
the scattered bones in the bow. 
Yancy stared at them with a shiver. 
He stared again, and grotesque 
thoughts obtruded into his con- 
sciousness. The bones were mov- 
ing. Slithering, sliding over the 
deck, assembling themselves, gath- 
ering into definite shapes. He could 
have sworn it! 

Cursing, he wrenched his eyes 
away. Damned fool, thinking such 
thoughts! With clenched fists he 
advanced to the forecastle; but be- 
fore he reached it, he stopped 
again. 

It was the saund of flapping 
wings that brought him about. 
Turning quickly, with a jerk, he 
was aware that the sound emanated 
from the open hold. Hesitantly he 
stepped forward—and stood rigid 
with an involuntary scream. 

Out of the aperture came two 


horrible shapes — two inhuman 
things with immense, clapping 
wings and glittering eyes. Hide- 
ous; enormous. Bats! 


Instinctively he flung his arm up 
to protect himself. But the crea- 
tures did not attack. They hung 
for an instant, poised over the 
hatch, eyeing him with something 
that was fiendishly like  intelli- 
gence. Then they flapped over the 
deck, over the rail, and away into 
the night. As they sped away to- 


wards the west, where he had seen 
the light of that other ship twin- 
kling, they clung together like 
witches hell-bent on some evil mis- 
sion. And below them, in the bloat- 
ed sea, huge snakes weaved smoky, 
golden patterns—waiting!... 


E stood fast, squinting after 

the bats. Like two hellish 
black eyes they grew smaller and 
smaller, became pinpoints in the 
moon-glow, and finally vanished. 
Still he did not stir. His lips were 
dry, his body stiff and unnatural. 
He licked his mouth. Then he was 
conscious of something more. From 
somewhere behind him came a thin, 
throbbing thread of harmony—a 
lovely, utterly sweet musical note 
that fascinated him. 

He turned slowly. His heart was 
hammering, surging. His eyes went 
suddenly wide. 

There, not five feet from him, 
stood a human form, Not his imag- 
ination. Real! 

But he had never seen a girl 
like her before. She was too beau- 
tiful. She was wild, almost savage, 
with her great dark eyes boring 
into him. Her skin was. white, 
smooth as alabaster. Her hair was 
jet black; and a waving coil of it, 
like a broken cobweb of pitch 
strings, framed her face. Grotesque 
hoops of gold dangled from her 
ears. In her hair, above them, 
gleamed two of those sinister flow- 
ers from the straggling vine, 

He did not speak; he simply 
gaped. The girl was bare-footed, 
bare-legged. A short, dark skirt 
covered her slender thighs. A 
ragged white waist, open at the 
throat, revealed the full curve of 
her breast. In one hand she held 
a long wooden reed, a flute-like in- 
strument fashioned out of crude 
wood. And about her middle, dan- 
gling almost to the deck, twined 
a scarlet, silken sash, brilliant as 
the sun, but not so scarlet as her 
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lips, which were parted in a faint, 
suggestive smile, showing teeth of 
marble whiteness! 

“Who—who are you?” 
mumbled. 

She shook her head. Yet she 
smiled with her eyes, and he felt, 
somehow, that she understood him. 
He tried again, in such tongues as 
he knew. Still she shook her head, 
and still he felt that she was 
mocking him, Not until he chanced 
upon a scattered, faltering greet- 
ing in Serbian, did she nod her 
head. 

“Dobra!” she replied, in a husky, 
rich voice which sounded, some- 
how, as if it were rarely used. 


Yancy 


E stepped closer then. She 

was a gipsy evidently. A 
Tzany of the Serbian hills. She 
moved very close to him with a 
floating, almost ethereal movement 
of her slender body. Peering into 
his face, flashing her haunting 
smile at him, she lifted the flute- 
like instrument and, as if it were 
nothing at all unnatural or out of 
place, began to play again the 
song which had first attracted his 
attention. 

He listened in silence until she 
had finished. Then, with a cun- 
ning smile, she touched her fingers 
to her lips and whispered softly: 

“You—mine, Yes?” 

He did not understand. She 
clutched his arm and glanced fear- 
fully toward the west, out over the 
sea. 

“You—mine!” she said again, 
fiercely. “Papa Bocito—Seraphino 
—they no have you. You—not go— 
to them!” 

He thought he understood then. 
She turned away from him and 
' went silently across the deck. He 
“watched her disappear into the 
-forecastie, and would have fol- 
_ lowed: her, but once again the ship 

ewtthe whole ship—seemed to be 
a f e to er a warning. 





Presently she returned, holding 
in her white hand a battered sil- 
ver goblet, very old and very tar- 
nished, brimming with scarlet fluid. 
He took it silently. It was impos- 
sible to refuse her. Her eyes had 
grown into lakes of night, Ht b~= 
the burning moon, Her lips were 
soft, searching, undeniable. 

“Who are you?” he whispered. 

“Stragella,” she smiled. 

“Stragella, ... Stragella. . 

The name itself was compelling. 
He drank the liquid slowly, with- 
out taking his eyes from her love- 
ly face. The stuff had the taste of 
wine—strong, sweet wine. It was 
intoxicating, with the same weird 
effect that was contained in the 
orange blooms which she wore in 
her hair and which groveled over 
the deck behind her, 

Yancy’s hands groped up weakly. 
He rubbed his eyes, feeling sud- 
denly weak, powerless, as if the 
very blood had been drained from 
his veins. Struggling futilely, he 
staggered back, moaning half in- 
audibly, 


” 
. 


TRAGELLA’S arms went about 

him, caressing him with sensu- 
ous touch. He felt them, and they 
were powerful, irresistible. The 
girl’s smile maddened him. Her 
crimson lips hung before his face, 
drawing nearer, mocking him. 


‘Phen, all at once, she was seeking 


his throat. Those warm, passionate, 
deliriously pleasant lips were 
searching to touch him. 

He sensed his danger. Frantical- 
ly he strove to lift his arms and 
push her away. Deep in his mind 
some struggling intuition, some 


‘ half-alive idea, warned him that he 


was in terrible peril. This girl, 
Stragella, was not of his kind; she 
was a creature of the darkness, a 
denizen of a different, frightful 

world of her own! Those lips, 
wanting his flesh, were —— 
too fervid— 
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Suddenly she shrank away from 
him, releasing him with a jerk. A 
snarling animal-like sound surged 
through her flaming mouth. Her 
hand lashed out, rigid, pointing to 
the thing that hung in his belt. 
Talonic fingers pointed to the Bible 
that defied her! 

But the scarlet fluid had taken 
its full effect. Yancy slumped 
down, unable to cry out. In a heap 
he lay there, paralyzed, powerless 
to stir. 

He knew that she was command- 
ing him to rise. Her lips, moving 
in pantomime, formed soundless 
words. Her glittering eyes were 
fixed upon him, hypnotic. The 
Bible—she wanted him to cast it 
over the rail! She wanted him to 
stand up and go into her arms. 
Then her lips would find a 
HOld. is 4s 

But he could not obey. He could 
not raise his arms to support him- 
self. She, in turn, stood at bay and 
refused to advance. Then, whirling 
about, her lips drawn into a dia- 
bolical curve, beautiful but bestial, 
she retreated. He saw her dart 
back, saw her tapering body whip 
about, with the crimson sash out- 
flung behind her as she raced across 
the deck. 


ANCY closed his eyes to blot 
out the sight. When he opened 
them again, they opened to a new, 
more intense horror. On the Gol- 
conda’s deck, Stragella was darting 
erratically among those piles of 
glearming bones. But they were 
bones no longer. They had gath- 
ered into shapes, taken on flesh, 
blood. Before his very eyes they 
assumed substance, men and beasts 
alike. And then began an orgy such 
as Nels Yancy had never before 
looked upon—an orgy of the un- 
dead. 
Monkeys, giant apes, lunged 
about the deck. A huge python 
reared its sinuous head to glare. 


On the hatch cover a snow-leopard, 
snarling furiously, crouched to 
spring. Tigers, tapirs, crocodiles— 
fought together in the bow. A 
great brown bear, of the type found 
in the lofty plateaus of the Pamirs, 
clawed at the rail. 

And the men! Most of them were 
dark-skinned—dark enough to have 
come from the same region, from 
Madras. With them crouched 
Chinamen, and some Anglo-Saxons. 
Starved, all of them. Lean, gaunt, 
mad! 

Pandemonium raged then. Ani- 
mals and men alike were insane 
with hunger. In a little struggling 
knot, the men were gathered about 
the number-two hatch, defending 
themselves. They were wielding 
firearms—firing pointblank with 
desperation into the writhing mass 
that confronted them. And always, 
between them and around them and 
among, darted the girl who called 
herself Stragella. 

They cast no shadows, those 
ghost shapes. Not even the girl, 
whose arms he had felt about him 
only a moment ago. There was 
nothing real in the scene, nothing 
human. Even the sounds of the 
shots and the screams of the cor- 
nered men, even the roaring growls 
of the big cats, were smothered as 
if they came to him through heavy 
glass windows, from a sealed cham- 
ber. 


E was powerless to move, He 
lay in a cataleptic condition, 
conscious of the entire pantomime, 
yet unable to flee from it. And his 
senses were horribly acute—so 
acute that he turned his eyes up- 
ward with an abrupt twitch, in- 
stinctively; and then shrank into 
hims2lf with a new fear as he dis- 
cerned the two huge bats which 
had winged their way across the 
BEGsus. 
They were returning now. Cir- 
cling above him, they flapped down 
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one after the other and settled 
with heavy, sullen thuds upon the 
hatch, close to that weird vine of 
flowers. They seemed to have lost 
their shape, these nocturnal 1m on- 
strosities, to have become fantastic 
blurs, enveloped in an unearthly 
bluish radiance. Even as he stared 
at them, they vanished altogether 
for a moment; and then the strange 
vapor cleared to reveal the two 
creatures who stood there! 


Not bats! Humans! Inhumans! 
They were gipsies, attired in 
moldy, decayed garments which 


stamped them as Balkans. Man and 
woman, Lean, emaciated, ancient 
man with fierce white mustache; 
plump old woman with black, rat- 
like eyes that seemed unused to 
the light of day. And they spoke 
to Stragella—spoke to her eagerly. 
She, in turn, swung about with en- 
raged face and pointed to the 
Bible in Yancy’s belt. 

But the pantomime was not fin- 
ished. On the deck the men and 
animals lay moaning, sobbing. Stra- 
gella turned noiselessly, calling the 
old man and woman after her. Call- 
ing them by name. 

“Come—Papa Bocito, Seraphino!” 


HE tragedy of the ghost-ship 

was being reenacted, Yancy 
knew it, and shuddered at the 
thought. Starvation, cholera had 
driven the Golconda’s crew mad. 
The jungle beasts, unfed, hideous- 
ly savage, had escaped out of their 
confinement. And now—now that 
the final conflict was over—Stra- 
gella and Papa Bocito and Sera- 
phino were proceeding about their 
ghastly work. 

Stragella was leading them. Her 
charm, her beauty, gave her a hold 
on the men. They were in love 
with her. She had made them love 
her, madly and without reason. 
Now she was moving from one to 
another, loving them and holding 
“them close to her. And as she 


stepped away from each man, he 
went limp, faint, while she laughed 
terribly and passed on to the next. 
Her lips were parted. She licked 
them hungrily—licked the blood 
from them with a sharp, crimson 
tongue. 

How long it lasted, Yancy did 
not know. Hours, hours on end. He 
was aware, «suddenly, that a high 
wind was screeching and wailing 
in the upper reaches of the ship; 
and, peering up, he saw that the 
spars were no longer bare and rot- 
ten with age. Great gray sails stood 
out against the black sky—fantas- 
tic things without any definite form 
or outline. And the moon above 
them had vanished utterly. The 
howling wind was bringing a storm 
with it, filling the sails to bulging 
proportions, Beneath the decks the 
ship was groaning like a creature 
in agony. The seas were lashing 
her, slashing her, carrying her for- 
ward with amazing speed. 

Of a sudden came a mighty 
grinding sound. The Golconda hur- 
tled back, as if a huge, jagged reef 
of submerged rock had bored into 
her bottom. She listed. Her stern 
rose high in the air. And Stragella, 
with her two fellow fiends, was 
standing in the bow, screaming in 
mad laughter in the teeth of the 
wind. The other two laughed with 
her. 


ANCY saw them turn toward 
him, but they did not stop. 
Somehow, he did not expect them 
to stop. This scene, this mad pan- 
tomime, was not the present; it 
was the past. He was not here at 
all. All this had happened years 
ago! Forgotten, buried in the past! 
But he heard them talking, in a 
mongrel dialect full of Serbian 
words. 

“It is done, Papa Bocito! We 
shall stay here forever now. There 
is land within an hour’s flight, 
where fresh blood abounds and will 
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always abound. And here, on this 
wretched hulk, they will never find 
our graves to destroy us!” 

The horrible trio passed close. 
Stragella turned, to stare out across 
the water, and raised her hand in 
silent warning. Yancy, turning 
wearily to stare in the same direc- 
tion, saw that the first streaks of 
daylight were beginning to filter 
over the sea. 

With a curious floating, drifting 
movement the three undead crea- 
tures moved toward the open hatch, 
They descended out of sight. 
Yancy, jerking himself erect and 
surprised to find that the effects of 
the drug had worn off with the 
coming of dawn, crept to the hatch 
and peered down—in time to see 
those fiendish forms enter their 
cofins. He knew then what the 
crates were. In the dim light, now 
that he was staring directly into 
the aperture, he saw what he had 
not noticed before. Three of those 
oblong boxes were filled with dank 
grave-earth! 

He knew then the secret of the 
unnatural flowers. They had roots! 
They were rooted in the soil which 
harbored those undead bodies! 

Then, like a groping finger, the 
dawn came out of the sea. Yancy 
walked to the rail, dazed. It was 
over now—all over. The orgy was 
ended. The Golconda was once 
more an abandoned, rotted hulk. 


OR an hour he stood at the 

rail, sucking in the warmth and 
glory of the sunlight. Once again 
that wall of unsightly mist was 
rising out of the water on all sides. 
Presently it would bury the ship, 
arid Yancy shuddered. 

He thought of Miggs. With quick 
steps he paced to the companion- 
way and descended to the lower 
passage. Hesitantly he prowled 
through the thickening layers of 
dank fog. A queer sense of fore- 
boding crept over him, 


He called out even before he 
reached the door, There was no 
answer. Thrusting the barrier open, 
he stepped across the sill—and 
then he stood still while a sudden 
harsh cry broke from his lips. 

Miggs was lying there, half 
across the table, his arms flung out, 
his head turned grotesquely on its 
side, staring up at the ceiling. 

“Miggs! Miggs!” The sound came 
choking through Yancy’s lips. “Oh, 
God, Miggs—what’s happened?” 

He reeled forward. Miggs was 
cold and stiff, and quite dead. All 
the blood was gone out of his face 
and arms. His eyes were glassy, 
wide open. He was as white as 
marble, shrunken horribly. In his 
throat were two parallel marks, as 
if a sharp-pointed staple had been 
hammered into the flesh and then 
withdrawn. The marks of the vam- 
pire. 

For a long time Yancy did not 
retreat. The room swayed and 
lurched before him. He was alone. 
Alone! The whole ghastly thing 
was too sudden, too unexpected. 

Then he stumbled forward and 
went down on his knees, clawing 
at Miggs’ dangling arm. 

“Oh God, Miggs,’ he mumbled 
incoherently, “You got to help me. 
I can’t stand it!” 

He clung there, white-faced, star- 
ing, sobbing thickly—and present- 
ly slumped in a pitiful heap, drag- 
ging Miggs over on top of him. 


T was later afternoon when he 

regained consciousness. He 
stood up, fighting away the fear 
that overwhelmed him. He had to 
get away, get away! The thought 
hammered into his head with 
monotonous force. Get away! 

He found his way to the upper 
deck. There was nothing he could 
do for Miggs. He would have to 
leave him here. Stumbling, ‘he 
moved along the rail and reached 
down to draw the small beat- close, 
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where he could provision it and 
make it ready for his departure. 

His fingers clutched emptiness. 
The ropes were gone. The dory 
was gone. He hung limp, staring 
down at a flat expanse of oily sea. 

For an hour he did not move. 
He fought to throw off his fear 
long enough to think of a way out. 
Then he stiffened with a sudden 
jerk and pushed himself away from 
the rail. 

The ship’s boats offered the only 
chance. He groped to the nearest 
one and labored feverishly over it. 

But the task was hopeless, The 
life boats were of metal, rusted 
through and through, wedged in 
their davits. The wire cables were 
knotted and immovable. He tore 
his hands on them, wringing blood 
from his scarred fingers. Even 
while he worked, he knew that the 
boats would not float. They were 
rotten, through and through. 

He had to stop, at last, from 
exhaustion. 

After that, knowing that there 
was no escape, he had to do some- 
thing, anything, to keep sane. First 
he would clear those horrible bones 
‘ from the deck, then explore the 
rest of the ship.... 

It was a repulsive task, but he 
drove himself to it. If he could 
get rid of the bones, perhaps Stra- 
gella and the other two creatures 
would not return. He did not know. 
It was merely a faint hope, some- 
thing to cling to. 


ITH grim,  tight-pressed 

lips he dragged the bleached 
skeletons over the deck and kicked 
them over the side, and stood 
watching them as they sank from 
sight. Then he went to the hold, 
smothering his terror, and descend- 
ed into the gloomy belly of the 
vessel. He avoided the crates with 
a shudder of revulsion. Ripping 
up that evil vine-thing by the roots, 
he carried it to the rail and flung 


it away, with the mold of grave- 
earth still clinging to it, 

After that he went over the en- 
tire ship, end to end, but found 
nothing. 

He slipped the anchor chains 
then, in the hopes that the ship 
would drift away from that vin- 
dictive bank of fog. Then he paced 
back and forth, muttering to him- 
self and trying to force courage for 
the most hideous task of all. 

The sea was growing dark, and 
with dusk came increasing terror. 
He knew the Golconda was drift- 
ing. Knew, too, that the undead 
inhabitants of the vessel were furi- 
ous with him for allowing the boat 
to drift away from their source of 
food. Or they would be furious 
when they came alive again after 
their interim of forced sleep. 

And there was only one method 
of defeating them. It was a horrible 
method, and he was already fright- 
ened. Nevertheless he searched the 
deck for a marlin spike and found 
one; and, turning sluggishly, he 
went back to the hold, 

A stake, driven through the heart 
of each of the horrible trio. . 

The rickety stairs were deep in 
shadow. Already the dying sun, 
buried behind its wreath of evil 
fog, was a ring of bloody mist. He 
glanced at it and realized that he 
must hurry. He cursed himself for 
having waited so long. 

It was hard, lowering himself 
into the pitch-black hold when he 
could only feel his footing and 
trust to fate. His boots scraped 
ominously on the steps. He held 
his hands above him, gripping the 
deck timbers. 

And suddenly he slipped. 


IS foot caught on the edge of 
a lower step, twisted abrupt- 
ly, and pitched him forward. He 
cried out. The marlin spike dropped 
from his hand and clattered on 
one of the crates below. He tum- 
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bled in a heap, clawing for sup- 
port. The impact knocked some- 
thing out of his belt. And he re- 
alized, even as his head came in 
sharp contact with the foremost 
oblong box, that the Bible, which 
had heretofore protected him, was 
no longer a part of him. 

He did not lose complete con- 
trol of his senses. Frantically he 
sought to regain his knees and 
grope for the black book in the 
gloom of the hold. A_ sobbing, 
choking sound came pitifully from 
his lips. 

A soft, triumphant laugh came 
out of the darkness close to him. 
He swung about heavily—so heav- 
ily that the movement sent him 
sprawling again in an inert heap. 

He was too late, She was already 
there on her knees, glaring at him 
hungrily. A peculiar bluish glow 
welled about her face. She was 
ghastly beautiful as she reached 
behind her into the oblong crate 
and began to trace a circle about 
the Bible with a chunk of soft, 
tarry, pitch-like substance clutched 
in her white fingers. 

Yancy stumbled toward her, find- 
ing strength in desperation. She 
straightened to meet him. Her lips, 
curled back, exposed white teeth. 
Her arms coiled out, enveloping 
him, stifling his struggles. God, 
they were strong. He could not re- 
sist them. The same languid, re- 
signed feeling came over him, He 
would have fallen, but she held 
him erect. 

She did not touch him with her 
lips. Behind her he saw two other 
shapes take form in the darkness. 
The savage features of Papa Bo- 
cito glowered at him; and Sera- 
phino’s ratty, smoldering eyes, full 
of hunger, bored into him. Stra- 
gella was obviously afraid of them. 

Yancy was lifted from his feet. 
He was carried out on deck and 
borne swiftly, easily, down the 
companionway, along the lower pas- 


sage, through a swirling blanket 
of hellish fog and darkness, to the 
cabin where Miggs lay dead. And 
he lost consciousness while they 
carried him. 


E could not tell, when he 

opened his eyes, how long 
he had been asleep. It seemed a 
long, long interlude. Stragella was 
Sitting beside him. He lay on the 
bunk in the cabin, and the lamp 
was burning on the table, reveal- 
ing Miggs’ limp body in full de- 
tail, 

Yancy reached up fearfully to 
touch his throat. There were no 
marks there; not yet. 

He was aware of voices, then, 
Papa Bocito and the ferret-faced 
woman were arguing with the girl 
beside him, The savage old man 
in particular was being angered by 
her cool, possessive smile. 

“We are drifting away from the 
prison isles,’ Papa Bocito snarled, 
glancing at Yancy with unmasked 
hate. “It is his work, lifting the 
anchor. Unless you share him with 
us until we drift ashore, we shall 
perish!” 

“He is mi:-.” Stragella shrugged, 
modulating he. ~oice to a _ per- 


Suasive whisper. “You had _ the 
other. This one is mine, I shall 
have him!” 

“He belongs to us all!” 

“Why?” Stragella smiled. “Be- 


cause he has looked upon the resur- 
rection night? Ah, he is the first 
to learn our secret.” 

Seraphino’s eyes narrowed at 
that, almost to pinpoints. She 
jerked forward, clutching the girl’s 
shoulder. 

“We have quarreled enough,” she 
hissed. “Soon it will be daylight. 
He belongs to us all because he 
has taken us away from the isles 
and learned our secrets.” 

The words drilled their way into 
Yancy’s brain, “The resurrection 
night!” There was an ominous sig- 
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nificance in it, and he thought he 
knew its meaning. His eyes, or his 
face, must have revealed _ his 
thoughts, for Papa Bocito drew 
near to him and pointed into his 
face with a long, bony forefinger, 
muttering triumphantly. 

“You have seen what no other 
eyes have seen,” the ancient man 
growled bitterly. “Now, for that, 
you shall become one of us. Stra- 
gella wants you. She shall have you 
for eternity—for a life without 
death. Do you know what that 
means?” 

Yancy shook his head dumbly, 
fearfully. 

“We are the undead,” Bocito 
leered. “Our victims become crea- 
tures of the blood, like us. At 
night we are free. During the day 
we must return to our graves. That 
is why”—he cast his arm toward 
the upper deck in a hideous ges- 
ture—“those other victims of ours 
have not yet become like us. They 
were never buried; they have no 
graves to return to. Each night we 
give them life for our own amuse- 
ment, but they are not of the 
brotherhood—yet.” 


ANCY licked his lips and said 
nothing. He understood then. 
Every night it happened. A night- 
ly pantomime, when the dead be- 
came alive again, reenacting the 
events of the night when the Gol- 
conda had become a ship of hell. 
“We are gipsies,” the old man 
gloated. “Once we were human, 
living in our pleasant little camp 
in the shadow of Pobyezdin Po- 
tok’s crusty peaks, in the Morava 
Valley of Serbia. That was in the 
time of Milutin, six hundreds of 
years ago. Then the vampires of 
the hills came for us and took us 
to them. We lived the undead life, 
until there was no more blood in 
the valley. So we went to the 
coast, we three, transporting our 
grave-earth with us. And we lived 


there, alive by night and dead by 
day, in the coastal villages of the 
Black Sea, until the time came 
when we wished to go to the far 
places.” 

Seraphino’s guttural voice inter- 
rupted him, saying harshly: 

“Hurry. It is nearly dawn!” 

“And we obtained passage on this 
Golconda, arranging to have our 
crates of grave-earth carried secret- 
ly to the hold. And the ship fell 
into cholera and starvation and 
storm. She went aground. And— 
here we are, Ah, but there is blood 
upon the islands, my pretty one, 
and so we anchored the Golconda 
on the reef, where life was close 
at hand!” 

Yancy closed his eyes with a 
shudder. He did not understand all 
of the words; they were a jargon 
of gipsy tongue. But he knew 
enough to horrify him. 

Then the old man ceased gloat- 
ing. He fell back, glowering at 
Stragella. And the girl laughed, a 
mad, cackling, triumphant laugh of 
possession, She leaned forward, and 
the movement brought her out of 
the line of the lamplight, so that 
the feeble glow fell full over 
Yancy’s prostrate body. 


T that, with an angry snarl, 

she recoiled. Her eyes went 
wide with abhorrence. Upon his 
chest gleamed the Crucifix—the tat- 
tooed Cross and Savior which had 
been indelibly printed there. Stra- 
gella held her face- away, shielding 
her eyes. She cursed him horribly. 
Backing away, she seized the arms 
of her companions and pointed 
with trembling finger to the thing 
which had repulsed her. 

The fog seemed to seep deeper 
and deeper into the cabin during 
the ensuing silence. Yancy strug- 
glea to aé_ sitting posture and 
cringed back against the wall, wait- 
ing for them to attack him. It 
would be finished in a moment, he 
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knew. Then he would join Miggs, 
with those awful marks on his 
throat and Stragella’s lips crimson 
with his sucked blood. 

But they held their distance. The 
fog enveloped them, made them al- 
most indistinct. He could see only 
three pairs of glaring, staring, 
phosphorescent eyes that grew 
larger and wider and more intense- 
ly terrible. 

He buried his face in his hands, 
waiting. They did not come. He 
heard them mumbling, whispering. 
Vaguely he was conscious of an- 
other sound, far off and barely au- 
dible. The howl of wolves. 

Beneath him the bunk was sway- 
ing from side to side with the 
movement of the ship. The Gol- 
conda was drifting swiftly. A storm 
had risen out of nowhere, and the 
wind was singing its dead dirge 
in the rotten spars high above 
decks. He could hear it moaning, 
wheezing, like a human being in 
torment. 

Then the three pairs of glittering 
orbs moved nearer. The whispered 
voices ceased, and a cunning smile 
passed over Stragella’s features. 
Yancy screamed, and _ flattened 
against the wall. He watched her 
in fascination as she crept upon 
him. One arm was flung across her 
eyes to protect them from the sight 
of the Crucifix. In the other hand, 
outstretched, groping ever nearer, 
‘she clutched that hellish chunk of 
pitch-like substance with which she 
had encircled the Bible! 


"E knew what she would do. 
; The thought struck him like 
an icy blast, full of fear and mad- 
ness. She would slink closer, closer, 
until her hand touched his flesh. 
Then she would place the black 
' substance around the tattooed cross 
and kill its powers. His defense 
would be gone. Then—those cruel 
lips on this throat... . 
- There was no avenue of escape. 


Papa Bocito and the plump old 
woman, grinning malignantly, had 
slid to one side, between him and 
the doorway. And Stragella writhed 
forward with one alabaster arm 
feeling ... feeling. ... 

He was conscious of the roar of 
surf, very close, very loud, outside 
the walls of the fog-filled en- 
closure. The ship was lurching, 
reeling heavily, pitching in the 
swell. Hours must have passed. 
Hours and hours of darkness and 
horror. 

Then she touched him. The 
sticky stuff was hot on his chest, 
moving in a slow circle. He hurled 
himself back, stumbled, went down, 
and she fell upon him. 

Under his tormented body the 
floor of the cabin split asunder. 
The ship buckled from top to bot- 
tom with a grinding, roaring im- 
pact. A terrific shock burst through 
the ancient hulk, shattering its rote 
ted timbers, 

The lamp caromed off the table, 
plunging the cabin in semi-dark- 
ness. Through the port-holes fil- 
tered a gray glare. Stragella’s face, 
thrust into Yancy’s, became a mask 
of beautiful fury. She whirled back. 
She stood rigid, screaming lividly 
to Papa Bocito and the old hag. 

“Go back! Go back!” she railed. 
“We have waited too long! It is 
dawn!” 

She ran across the floor, grap- 
pling with them. Her lips were dis- 
torted. Her body trembled. She 
hurled her companions to the door. 
Then, as she followed them into 
the gloom of the passage, she 
turned upon Yancy with a last 
unholy snarl of defeated rage. And 
she was gone. 


ANCY lay limp. When he 
struggled to his feet at last 
and went on deck, the sun was high 
in the sky, bloated and crimson, 
struggling to penetrate the cone of 
fog which swirled about the ship. 
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The ship lay far over, careened 
on her side. A hundred yards dis- 
tant over the port rail lay the 
heaven-sent sight of land—a bleak, 
vacant expanse of jungle-rimmed 
shore line. 

He went deliberately to work— 
a task that had to be finished quick- 
ly, lest he be discovered by the 
inhabitants of the shore and be 
considered stark mad. Returning to 
the cabin, he took the oil lamp and 
carried it to the open hold. There, 
sprinkling the liquid over the an- 
cient wood, he set fire to it. 

Turning, he stepped to the rail. 
A scream of agony, unearthly and 
prolonged, rose up behind him. 
Then he was over the rail, battling 
in the surf. 

When he staggered up on the 
beach, twenty minutes later, the 
Golconda was a roaring furnace. 
On all sides of her the flames 
snarled skyward, spewing through 
that hellish cone of vapor. Grimly 
Yancy turned away and trudged 
along the beach. 

He looked back after an hour of 
steady plodding. The lagoon was 
empty. The fog had vanished. The 
sun gleamed down with warm bril- 
liance on a broad, empty expanse of 
sea. 


"TOURS later he reached a set- 
tlement,. Men came and talked 
to him, and asked curious ques- 


tions. They pointed to his hair, 
which was stark white. They told 
him he had reached Port Blair, on 
the southern island of the Anda- 
mans. After that, noticing the pe- 
culiar gleam of his blood-shot eyes, 
they took him to the home of the 
governor. 

There he told his story—told it 
hesitantly, because he expected to 
be disbelieved, mocked. 

The governor looked at him crit- 
ically. 

“You don’t expect me to under- 
stand?” the governor said. “I am 
not so sure, sir. This is a penal 
colony, a prisot isle. During the 
past few years, more than two 
hundred of our cenvicts have died 
in the most curious way. Two tiny 
punctures in the throat. Loss of 
blood.” 

“You—you must. destroy 
graves,’ Yancy muttered. 

The governor nodded silently, 
significantly. 

After that, Yancy returned to the 
world, alone. Always alone. Men 
peered into his face and shrank 
away from the haunted stare of his 
eyes. They saw the Crucifix upon 
his chest and wondered why, day 
and night, he wore his shirt flap- 
ping open, so that the brilliant de- 
sign glared forth. 

But their curiosity was never ap- 
peased. Only Yancy knew; and 
Yancy was silent. 


the 





The Sleep-Bringers of Weeng 


IN the mythology of the Algic Indians 
occur little creatures who bear a strik- 
ing resemblance to the fairies of Europe. 
Their powers are chiefly directed to put- 
ting people to sleep, and they accomplish 
this in a novel manner under the direc- 
tion of their prince, Weeng. Gnomelike, 
invisible, hosts of them are everywhere 
present, each armed with a tiny club, and 
when one observes a person sitting or re- 
clining under conditions favorable to sleep 
he will nimbly climb upon his forehead 
and strike three blows. The first blow 
creates drowsiness; the second makes the 
person lethargic, so that he begins to close 


his eyelids and nod; and the third pro- 
duces sound sleep. 

It is the constant duty of these little 
creatures to put to sleep every one whom 
they encounter—men, women and chil- 
dren. They hide themselves everywhere, 
and are always ready to fly out and com- 
pel human beings to sleep, though their 
special time for action is the night. 

Weeng is not only the dispenser of sleep 
but also the author of dulness. If an orator 
fails, he is said to have been struck by 
Weeng. When his auditors fail it is again 
the work of the little gnomes, rather than 
the orator. 





He thrust kis sword between two plates of the horny mail. 


The Door To Saturn 


By Clark Ashton Smith 


HEN Morghi, the high 
priest of the goddess 
Yhoundeh, together with 
twelve of his most fero- 
cious and efficient underlings, came 
at morning twilight to seek the 
infamous heretic, 


they were surprised as well as dis- 
appointed to find him absent. 
Their surprise was due to the 
fact that they had every intention 
of taking him unawares; for all 
their plots against Eibon had been 
carried on with 


Eibon, in his meticulous  pri- 
house of black Beyond sea and sky the wizard vacy in under- 
gneiss on a head- Eibon pursues his outlandish ground vaults 
land above the waederinet: with sound-proof 


northern main, 





bolted doors; and 
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they themselves had made the long 
journey to his house in a single 
night, immediately following the 
hour of his condemnation. They 
were disappointed because the for- 
midable writ of arrest, with sym- 
bolic flame-etched runes on a scroll 
of human skin, was now useless; 
and because there seemed to be 
no early prospect of trying out the 
ingenious agonies, the intricately 
harrowing ordeals which they had 
devised for Eibon with such care. 

Morghi was especially disappoint- 
ed; and the malisons which he 
muttered when the emptiness of 
the topmost room had revealed it- 
self, were of truly cabalistic length 
and fearfulness, Eibon was his chief 
rival in wizardry, and was acquiring 
altogether too much fame and pres- 
tige among the peoples of Mhu 
Thulan, that ultimate peninsula of 
the Hyperborean continent. So 
Morghi had been glad to believe 
certain malignant rumors concern- 
ing Eibon and to utilize them in 
the charges he had preferred. 

These rumors were, that Ejibon 
was a devotee of the long discred- 
ited heathen god, Zhothaqquah, 
whose worship was_ incalculably 
older than man; and that Ejibon’s 
magic was drawn from his unlawful 
affiliation with this dark deity, who 
had come down by way of other 
worlds from a foreign universe, in 
primeval times when the earth was 
still no more than a _ steaming 
morass. The power of Zhothaqquah 
was still feared; and it was said 
that those who were willing to 
forego ‘their humanity by serving 
him would become the heritors of 
antemundane secrets, and the mas- 
ters of a knowledge so awful that 
it could only have been brought 
from outlying planets coeval with 
night and chaos. 


HE house of Eibon was built 
in the form of a pentagonal 
tower, and possessed five stories, 


including the two that were under- 
ground. All, of course, had been 
searched with painstaking  thor- 
oughness; and the three servants 
of Eibon had been tortured with a 
slow drip of boiling-hot asphaltum 
to make them reveal their master’s 
whereabouts. Their continued de- 
nial of all knowledge, after a half 
hour of this, was taken as proof 
that they were genuinely ignorant. 

No sign of a subterranean pas- 
sage was unearthed by delving in 
the walls and floor of the lower 
rooms; though Morghi had even 
gone so far as to remove the flag- 
stones beneath an obscene image 
of Zhothaqquah which occupied the 
nethermost. This he had done with 
extreme reluctance, for the squat, 
fur-covered god, with his bat-like 
features and sloth-like body, was 
fearsomely abhorrent to the high 
priest of the elk-goddess, Yhoun- 
deh, 

Returning in renewed search to 
the highest room of Eibon’s tower, 
the inquisitors were compelled to 
own themselves baffled. There was 
nothing to be found but a few ar- 
ticles of furniture, some antique 
volumes on conjuration such as 
might be owned by any sorcerer, 
some disagreeable and gruesome 
paintings on rolls of pterodactyl 
parchment, and certain primitive 
urns and sculptures and totem-poles 
of the sort that Eibon had been so 
fond of collecting. Zhothaqquah, 
in one form or another, was repre- 
sented in most of these: his face 
even leered with a bestial somno- 
lence from the urn-handles; and he 
was to be found in half the totems 
(which were those of sub-human 
tribes) along with the seal, the 
mammoth, the giant tiger and the 
aurochs. Morghi felt that athe 
charges against Eibon were now 
substantiated beyond all remaining 
doubt; for surely no one who was 
not a worshipper of Zhothaqquah 
would care to Own even a single 
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representation of this loathsome en- 
tity. 


OWEVER, such additional 

evidence of guilt, no matter 
how significant or damnatory, was 
of small help in finding Ejibon. 
Staring from the windows of the 
topmost chamber, where the walls 
fell sheer to the cliff and the cliff 
dropped clear on two sides to a 
raging sea four hundred feet be- 
low, Morghi was driven to credit 
his rival with superior resources 
of magic. Otherwise, the man’s dis- 
appearance was altogether too much 
of a mystery. And Morghi had no 
love for mysteries, unless they 
were part of his own stock-in- 
trade, 

He turned from the window and 
re-examined the room with minute- 
ly careful attention. Eibon had 
manifestly used it as a sort of 
study: there was a writing-table of 
ivory, with reed-pens and various- 
colored inks in little earthen pots; 
and there were sheets of paper 
made from a kind of calamite, 
all scribbled over with odd astro- 
nomical and astrological calcula- 
tions that caused Morghi to frown 
because he could not understand 
them, 

On each of the five walls there 
hung one of the parchment paint- 
ings, all of which seemed to be 
the work of some aboriginal race. 
Their themes were blasphemous 
and repellent; and Zhothaqquah 
figured in all of them, amid forms 
and landscapes whose abnormality 
and sheer uncouthness may have 
been due to the half-developed 
technique of the primitive artists. 
Morghi now tore them from the 
walls one by one, as if he suspect- 
ed that Eibon might in some man- 
ner be concealed behind them. 


HE walls were now entirely 
bare; and Morghi considered 
them for a long time, amid the 


respectful silence of his underlings. 
A queer panel, high up in the 
southeastern side above the writ- 
ing-table, had been revealed by the 
removal of one of the paintings. 
Morghi’s heavy brows met in a 
long black bar as he eyed this 
panel, It was conspicuously dif- 
ferent from the rest of the wall, 
being an oval-shaped inlay of some 
reddish metal that was neither gold 
nor copper—a metal that displayed 
an obscure and fleeting fluorescence 
of rare colors when one peered at 
it through half-shut eyelids. But 
somehow it was impossible, with 
open eyes, even to remember the 
colors of this fluorescence. 

Morghi—who, perhaps, was clev- 
erer and more perspicacious than 
Eibon hs2 given him credit for 
being—conceived a suspicion that 
was apparently baseless and absurd, 
since the wall containing the panel 
was the outer wall of the build- 
ing, and could give only on the sky 
and sea, 

He climbed upon the writing- 
table and struck the panel with his 
fist. The sensations which he felt, 
and the result of the blow, were 
alike astounding. A sense of icy 
cold so extreme that it was hardly 
distinguishable from extreme heat, 
ran along his hand and arm and 
through his whole body as he 
smote the unknown reddish metal. 
And the panel itself swung easily 
outward, as if on unseen hinges, 
with a high sonorous clang that 
seemed to fall from an incomputa- 
ble distance. Beyond it, Morghi 
saw that there was neither sky 
nor sea nor, in fact, anything he 
had ever seen or heard of, or had 
even dreamed of in his most out-. 
rageous nightmares. ... 

He turned to his companions. 
The look on his face was half 
amazement, half triumph. 

“Wait here till I return,” he 
commanded, and leaped headlong 
through the open panel. 
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THE charges that had been 

brought against Eibon were in- 
deed true. The sagacious wizard, 
in his lifelong study of laws and 
agencies, both natural and super- 
natural, had taken account of the 
myths that were prevalent in Mhu 
Thulan regarding Zhothaqquah, and 
had thought it conceivably worth 
while to make a personal investi- 
gation of this obscure pre-human 
entity. 

He had cultivated the acquaint- 
ance of Zhothaqquah, who, in the 
desuetude of his worship, was now 
driven to lead an existence wholly 
subterranean; he had offered the 
prescribed prayers, had made the 
sacrifices that were most accept- 
able; and the strange, sleepy little 
god, in return for Eibon’s interest 
and his devotion, had confided to 
him certain information that was 
more than useful in the practise 
of the black arts. Also he had pre- 
sented Eibon with some autobio- 
graphical data that confirmed the 
popular legends in more explicit 
detail, For reasons which he did 
not specify, he had come to earth 
in former aeons from the planet 
Cykranosh (the name by which 
Saturn was called in Mhu Thu- 
lan); and Cykranosh itself had been 
merely a way-station in his travels 
from remoter worlds and systems. 

As a special reward, after years 
of service and burnt-offerings, he 
presented to Eibon a large thin 
oval plate of some ultra-telluric 
metal, instructing him to have it 
fitted as a hinged panel in an up- 
per room of his house. The panel, 
if swung outward from the wall 
on open air, would have the pe- 
culiar property of giving admit- 
tance to the world Cykranosh, 
many million miles away in space. 

According to the vague and 
somewhat unsatisfactory explana- 
tion vouchsafed by the god, this 
panel, being partly wrought from 
a kind of matter which belonged 


to another universe than man’s, 
possessed uncommon radiative 
properties that served to ally it 
with some higher dimension of 
space, through which the distance 
to astronomically remote spheres 
was a mere step. 


HOTHAQQUAH, however, 

warned Eibon not to make use 
of the panel unless in time of ex- 
treme need, as a means of escape 
from otherwise inevitable danger; 
for it would be difficult if not im- 
possible to return to Earth from 
Cykranosh—a world where Eibon 
might find it anything but easy 
to acclimate himself, since the con- 
ditions of life were very different 
from those in Mhu Thulan, even 
though they did not involve so 
total an inversion of all terrene 
standards and norms as that which 
prevailed in the more outlying 
planets. 

Some of Zhothaqquah’s relatives 
were still resident in Cykranosh 
and were worshipped by its peo- 
ples; and Zhothaqquah told Eibon 
the almost unpronounceable name 
of the most powerful of these 
deities, saying that it would be 
useful to him as a sort of password 
if he should ever need to visit 
Cykranosh., 

The idea of a panel that would 
open on some remote world im- 
pressed Eibon as being rather fan- 
tastic, not to say far-fetched; but 
he had found Zhothaqquah to be 
in all ways and at all times a most 
veracious deity. However, he made 
no trial of the panel’s unique vir- 
tues, till Zhothaqquah (who main- 
tained a close survelliance of afi 
underground doings) had warned 
him of the machinations of Morghi 
and the processes of ecclesiastic 
law that were being instituted in 
the vaults below the temple of 
Yhoundeh, 

Knowing as he did the power of 
these jealous bigots, Eibon decided 
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that it would be injudicious to the 
point of folly if he were to let 
himself fall into their hands. Bid- 
ding a short and grateful fare- 
well to Zhothaqquah, and collecting 
a small parcel of bread and meat 
and wine, he retired to his study 
and climbed upon the _ writing- 
table. Then, lifting aside the crude 
picture of a scene in Cykranosh 
with which Zhothaqquah had in- 
spired some primeval half-human 
artist, he pushed open the panel it 
had served to conceal. 


IBON saw that Zhothaqquah 

was indeed a god of his 
word: for the scene beyond the 
panel was nothing that could ever 
find a legitimate place in the to- 
pography of Mkhu Thulan or of 
any terrestrial region. It did not 
altogether appeal to him; but there 
was no alternative, save the in- 
quisitorial cells of the goddess 
Yhoundeh. Envisaging in thought 
the various refinements and com- 
plications of torture which Morghi 
would have now prepared, he 
sprang through tne opening into 
Cykranosh with an agility that was 
quite juvenile for a wizard of ma- 
ture years, 

It was only a step; but turning 
he saw that all trace of the panel 
or of his dwelling had now disap- 
peared. He was standing on a long 
declivity of ashen soil, down which 
a sluggish stream that was not 
water, but some liquescent metal 
resembling mercury, ran from tre- 
mendous unscalable shoulders and 
horns of the mountain heights 
above, to debouch in a hill-sur- 
rounded lake of the same liquid. 

The slope beneath him was lined 
with rows of peculiar objects; and 
he could not make up his mind 
whether they were trees, mineral 
forms or animal organisms, since 
they appeared to combine certain 
characteristics of all these. This 
preternatural landscape was ap- 


pallingly distinct in every detail, 
under a greenish-black sky that was 
over-arched from end to end with 
a triple cyclopean ring of dazzling 
luminosity. The air was cold, and 
Eibon did not care for its sulphur- 
escent odor or the odd puckery sen- 
sation it left in his nostrils and 
lungs. And when he took a few 
steps on the unattractive-looking 
soil, he found that it had the dis- 
concerting friability of ashes that 
have dried once more after being 
wetted with rain. 


E started down the slope, half- 

fearing that some of the 
equivocal objects around him would 
reach out their mineral boughs or 
arms to arrest his progress. They 
seemed to be a kind of bluish- 
purple obsidian cacti, with limbs 
that ended in formidable talon-like 
spines, and heads that were alto- 
gether too elaborate for either 
fruits or blossoms, They did not 
move as he passed among them; 
but he heard a faint and singular 
tinkling with many modulations of 
tone, that preceded and followed 
him along the slope. Eibon con- 
ceived the uncomfortable notion 
that they were holding converse 
with each other; and were perhaps 
debating what should be done with 
him or about him. 

However, he reached without 
mishap or hindrance the end of the 
declivity, where terraces and ledges 
of decomposing trap, like a mighty 
stairway of elder aeons, had rimmed 
the sunken lake of liquescent metal. 
Wondering as to the way he 
should now take, Eibon stood ir- 
resolute on one of the ledges. 

His train of conjecture was 
broken by a shadow that fell sud- 
denly athwart him and lay like a 
monstrous blot on the crumbling 
stone at his feet. He was not pre- 
possessed by the shadow: it was. 
outrageously defiant of all known 
esthetic standards; and its malfor- 
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mation and distortion were no less 
than extravagant, 

He turned to see what manner 
of creature had flung the shadow. 
This being, he perceived, was not 
easy to classify, with its ludicrous- 
ly short legs, its exceedingly elon- 
gated arms, and its round, sleepy- 
looking head that was pendulous 

from a spherical body, as if it 
were turning a somnambulistic 
somersault. But after he had stud- 
ied it a while and had noted its 
furriness and somnolent expression, 
he began to see a vague though 
inverted likeness to the god Zho- 
thaqquah. And remembering how 
Zhothaqquah had said that the 
form assumed by himself on Earth 
was not altogether that which he 
had worn in Cykranosh, Eibon now 
wondered if this entity was not 
one of Zhothaqquah’s relatives. 


E was trying to recall the 

almost inarticulable name 
that had been confided to him by 
the god as a sort of password, 
when the owner of that unusual 
shadow, without seeming to note 
Eibon’s presence, began a descent 
of the terraces and ledges toward 
the lake. Its locomotion was mainly 
on its hands, for the absurd legs 
were not half long enough for the 
steps it had to take. 

Arriving at the lake-edge, the 
creature drank of the fluid metal 
in a hearty and copious manner 
that served to convince Eibon of 
its godship; for surely no being 
of an inferior biologic order would 
quench its thirst with a beverage 
so extraordinary. Then, re-ascend- 
ing to the ledge where Eibon 
stood, it paused and appeared to 
notice him for the first time. 

Eibon had finally remembered 
the outlandish name for which he 
was groping. 

“Hziulquoigmnzhah,” he sought to 
articulate, Doubtless the result was 
not wholly conformable to Cy- 


kranoshian rules; but Eibon did the 
best he could with the vocal organs 
at his command. His _ auditor 
seemed to recognize the word, for 
it peered at Eibon a little less 
sleepily than before, with its in- 
versely situated eyes; and even 
deigned to utter something which 
sounded like an attempt to correct 
his pronunciation. Eibon wondered 
how he was ever to learn such a 
language; or, having learned it, 
how he was ever to pronounce it. 
However, it heartened him a little 
to find that he was understood 
at all. 

“Zhothaqquah,” he said, repeat- 
ing the name three times in his 
most orotund incantatory manner. 

The topsy-turvy being opened its 
eyes. a trifle more, and again ad- 
monished him, uttering the word 
Zhothaqquah with an indescribable 
abbreviation of vowels and thick- 
ening of consonants. Then it stood 
regarding him for a while as if in 
doubt or cogitation. Finally it 
raised one of its ell-long arms 
from the ground and pointed along 
the shore, where the mouth of a 
low valley was discernible among 
the hills, It said distinctly the 
enigmatic words: “Ighui dlosh 
odhqlongh;” and then, while the 
sorcerer was pondering the signifi- 
cance of this unusual locution, it 
turned away from him and started 
to re-ascend the higher steps, to- 
ward a rather spacious cavern with 
columned opening, that he had not 
heretofore perceived. It had hard- 
ly passed from sight into the cav- 
ern, when Eibon was greeted by 
the high priest, Morghi, who had 
readily followed him by his tracks 
in the ashen soil. 

“Detestable sorcerer! Abominable 
heretic! I arrest you!” said Mor- 
ghi with pontifical severity. 


IBON was surprised, not to 
say startled; but it reassured 
him to see that Morghi was alone. 
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He drew the sword of highly tem- 
pered bronze which he carried, and 
smiled. 

“I should advise you to moderate 
your language, Morghi,” he admon- 
ished. “Also, your idea of arrest- 
ing me is slightly out of place 
now, since we are alone together 
in Cykranosh, and Mhu Thulan and 
the temple-cells of Yhoundeh are 
many million miles away.” 

Morghi did not appear to relish 
this information. He scowled and 
muttered: 

“I suppose this is some more of 
your damnable wizardry.” 

Eibon chose to ignore the in- 
sinuation, 

“I have been conversing with one 
of the gods of Cykranosh,” he said 
magniloquently. “The god, whose 
name is Hziulquoigmnzhah, has 
given me a mission to perform, a 
message to deliver, and has indi- 
cated the direction in which I 
should go. I suggest that you lay 
aside our little mundane disagree- 
ment, and d4ccompany me. Of course 
we could slit each other’s throats 
or eviscerate each other, since we 
are both armed. But under the cir- 
cumstances I think you will see 
the puerility, not to mention the 
sheer inutility, of such a proceed- 
ing. If we both live we may be of 
mutual use and assistance, in a 
strange world whose problems and 
difficulties, if I mistake not, are 
worthy of our united powers.” 

Morghi frowned and pondered. 

“Very well,” he said grudgingly, 
“I consent. But I warn you that 
matters will have to take their 
course when we return to Mhu 
Thulan.” 

“That,” rejoined Eibon, “is a con- 
tingency which need not trouble 
either of us. Shall we start?” 


HE two MHyperboreans had 
been following a defile that 
wound away from the lake of fluid 
metal among hills whose vegeta- 
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tion thickened and grew more vari- 
ous as their height decreased, It. 
was the valley that had been indi- 
cated to the sorcerer by the topsy- 
turvy biped. Morghi, a natural in- 
quisitor in all senses, was plying 
Eibon with questions, 

“Who, or what, was the singular 
entity that disappeared in a cavern 
just before I accosted you?” 

“That was the god Hziulquoig- 
mnzhak,” 

“And who, pray, is this god? I 
confess that I have never heard of 
him.” 

“He is the paternal 
Zhothaqquah.” 

Morghi was silent, except for a 
queer sound that might have been 
either an interrupted sneeze or an 
exclamation of disgust. But after 
a while he asked: 

“And what is this mission of 
yours?” 

“That will be revealed in due 
time,” answered Eibon with sen- 
tentious dignity. “I am not al- 
lowed to discuss it at present. I 
have a message from the god which 
I must deliver only to the proper 
persons.” 

Morghi 
pressed. 

“Well, I suppose you know what 
you are doing and where you are 
going. Can you give me any hint 
as to our destination?” 

“That, too, will be revealed in 
due time.” 


uncle of 


was unwillingly im- 


HE hills were lapsing gently 

to a well-wooded plain whose 
flora would have been the despair 
of Earthly botanists. Beyond the 
last hill, Eibon and Morghi came 
to a narrow road that began abrupt- 
ly and stretched away in the dis- 
tance. Eibon took the road with- 
out hesitation. Indeed there was lit- 
tle else to do, for the thickets of 
mineral plants and trees were rap- 
idly becoming impenetrable. They 
lined tne way with serrate branches 
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that were like sheaves of darts and 
daggers, of sword-blades and 
needles, 

Eibon and Morghi soon noticed 
that the road was full of large 
footprints, all of them circular in 
form and rimmed about with the 
marks of protruding claws. How- 
ever, they did not communicate 
their misgivings to each other. 

After an hour or two of progress 
along the yielding ashy thorough- 
fare, amid the vegetation that was 
more horrent than ever with knives 
and caltrops, the travelers began to 
remember that they were hungry. 
Morghi, in his haste to arrest 
Eibon, had not breakfasted; and 
Eibon, in his natural hurry to 
evade Morghi, had committed a like 
omission, They halted by the way- 
side, and the sorcerer shared his 
parcel of food and wine with the 
priest. They ate and drank with 
frugality, however, since the sup- 
ply was limited, and the landscape 
about them was not likely to yield 
any viands that were suitable for 
human sustenance. 

With strength and courage re- 
vived by this little refection, they 
continued their journey. They had 
not gone far when they overtook a 
remarkable monster that was plain- 
ly the originator of the numerous 
footprints. It was squatting down 
with its armored haunches toward 
the travelers, filling the whole road 
for an indeterminable distance 
ahead. They could see that it was 
possessed of a myriad short legs; 
but they could form no idea of 
what its head and forequarters were 
like. 

Eibon and Morghi were much 
dismayed. 

“Is this another of your gods?” 
asked Morghi ironically. 


HE sorcerer did not reply. 
But he realized that he had a 
reputation to sustain. He went 
boldly forward and cried out: 


“Hziulquoigmnzhah” in the most 
resonant bellow that he could sum- 
mon, At the same time he drew his 
sword and thrust it between two 
plates of the horny mail that cov- 
ered the monster’s hindquarters. 

Greatly to his relief, the animal 
began to move and resumed its 
march along the road. The Hyper- 
boreans followed it; and whenever 
the creature slackened its pace 
Eibon would repeat the formula 
which he had found so effective. 
Morghi was compelled to regard 
him with a certain awe. 

They traveled on in this manner 
for several hours, The great lu- 
minous triple ring still over-arched 
the zenith, but a strangely small 
and chilly sun had now inter- 
sected the ring and was declining 
toward the west of Cykranosh. The 
forest along the way was still a 
high wall of sharp metallic foliage; 
but other roads and paths and by- 
ways were now branching off from 
the one that the monster followed. 

All was very silent, except for 
the many-footed shuffling of this 
uncouth animal; and neither Eibon 
nor Morghi had spoken for miles. 
The high priest was regretting 
more and more his rashness in pur- 
suing Eibon through the panel; 
and Eibon was wishing that Zho- 
thaqquah had given him the entrée 
to a different sort of world. They 
were startled out of their medita- 
tions by a sudden clamor of deep 
and booming voices that rose from 
somewhere in advance of the mon- 
ster. It was a veritable pandemo- 
nium of unhuman guttural bellow- 
ings and croakings, with notes that 
were somehow suggestive of re- 
proof and objurgation, like shrew- 
ish drums, as if the monster were 
being scolded by a group of un- 
imaginable entities. 

“Well?” queried Morghi. 

“All that we are destined to be- 
hold will reveal itself at the prope: 
time,” said Eibon, 
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NHE forest was thinning rap- 

idly, and the clamor of ter- 
magant bellows was drawing closer. 
Still following the hindquarters of 
their multipedal guide, which was 
crawling on with reluctant slow- 
ness, the travelers emerged in an 
open space and beheld a most sin- 
gular tableau. The monster, which 
was plainly of a tame and harmless 
and stupid sort, was cowering be- 
fore a knot of beings no larger 
than men, who were armed only 
with long-handled goads, 

These beings, though they were 
bipeds, and were not quite so un- 
heard-of in their anatomic struc- 
ture as the entity which Eibon had 
met by the lake, were nevertheless 
sufficiently unusual; for their heads 
and bodies were apparently com- 
bined in one, and their ears, eyes, 
nostrils, mouths and certain other 
organs of doubtful use were all 
arranged in a somewhat uncon- 
ventional grouping on their chests 
and abdomens. They were wholly 
naked, and were rather dark in 
color, with no trace of hair on any 
part of their bodies. Behind them 
at a little distance were many edi- 
fices of a kind which hardly con- 
formed to human ideas of architec- 
tural symmetry. 

Eibon strode valorously forward, 
with Morghi following discreetly. 
The torso-headed beings ceased 
their scolding of the fawning mon- 
ster and peered at the Earth-men 


with expressions that were difficult. 


to read on account of the odd and 
baffling relationship of their fea- 
tures, 

“Hziulquoigmnzhah! Zhothag- 
quah!” said Eibon with oracular 
solemnity and sonority. Then, after 
a pause of hieratic length: “Ighui 
dlosh odhqlongh!” 

The result was indeed gratify- 
ing, and was-all that could he ex- 
pected even from a formula so 


remarkable; for the Cykranoshian 


beings dropped their goads and 


bowed before the sorcerer till their 
featured bosoms almost touched 
the ground, 

“I have performed the mission, 
I have delivered the message given 


me by MHziulquoigmnzhah,” said 
Eibon to Morghi, . 
OR _ several Cykranoshian 


months the two Hyperboreans 
were the honored guests of this 
quaint and worthy and virtuous 
people, who called themselves the 
Bhlemphroims, Eibon had a real 
gift for languages and made prog- 
ress in the local tongue far more 
readily than Morghi. His knowl- 
edge of the customs, manners, ideas 
and beliefs of the Bhlemphroims 
soon became extensive; but he 
found it a source of disillusion- 
ment as well as of illumination. 

The armored monster that he and 
Morghi had driven before them so 
valiantly was, he learned, a domes- 
tic beast of burden that had strayed 
away from its owners amid the 
mineral vegetation of the desert 
lands adjoining Vhlorrh, the chief 
town of the Bhlemphroims, The 
genuflections with which Eibon 
and Morghi had been greeted were 
only an expression of gratitude for 
the safe return of this beast; and 
were not, as Eibon had thought, 
an acknowledgment of the divine 
names he had quoted and the fear- 
some phrase, “Ighui dlosh odh- 
glongh.” , 

The being that Eibon had met 
by the lake was indeed the god 
Hziulquoigmnzhah; and there were 
dim traditions of Zhothaqquah in 
certain early myths of the Bhlem- 
phroims. But this people, it 
seemed, were most regrettably ma- 
terialistic and had long ceased to 
offer sacrifice and prayer to the 
gods; though they spoke of them 
with a sort of distant respect and 
with no actual blasphemy. 

Eibon learned that the words 
“Tghui dlosh odhqlongh” doubtless 
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belonged to a private language of 
the gods, which the Bhlemphroims 
no longer understood; but which, 
however, was still studied by a 
neighboring people, the Ydkeems, 
who maintained the ancient formal 
worship of Hziulquoigmnzhah aad 
various related deities. 


HE Bhlemphroims were indeed 

a practical race, and had few 
if any interests beyond the culti- 
vation of a great variety of edible 
fungi, the breeding of large cea- 
tipedal animals, and the propaga- 
tion of their own species, The lat 
ter process, as revealed to Eibou 
and Morghi, was somewhat un- 
usual: though the Bhliemphroims 
were bisexual, only one female in 
a generation was chosen for repro- 
ductive duties; and this female, 
after growing to mammoth size on 
food prepared from a special fum- 
gus, became the mother of an ea- 
tire new generation. 

When they had been well in- 
itiated into the life and customs of 
Vhlorrh, the Hyperboreans were 
privileged to see the future nation- 
al mother, called the Djhenquomh, 
who had now attained the requisite 
proportions after years of scientific 
nourishment. She lived in an edi- 
fice that was necessarily larger than 
any of the other buildings in 
Vhlorrh; and her sole activity was 
the consumption of immense quan- 
tities of food. The sorcerer and the 
inquisitor were impressed, even if 
not captivated, by the mountainous 
amplitude of her charms and by 
their highly movel arrangement. 
They were told that the male 
parent (or parents) of the forth- 
coming generation had not yet 
been selected. 

The possession of separate heads 
by the Hyperboreans seemed to 
lend them a remarkable biologic 
interest in the eyes of their hosts. 
The Bhlemphroins, it was leariied, 
had not always been headless but 


had reached their present physical 
conformation through a slow course 
of evolution, in which the head of 
the archetypal Bhlemphroim had 
been merged by imperceptible de- 
grees with the torso, 

But, unlike most peoples, they 
did not regard their current stage 
of development with unqualified 
complacency. Indeed, their head- 
lessness was a source of national 
regret; they deplored the retrench- 
ment of nature in this regard; and 
the arrival of Eibon and Morghi, 
who were looked upon as ideal 
exemplars of cephalic evolution, 
had served to quicken their eu- 
genic sorrow. 


HE sorcerer and the inquisi- 

tor, on their part, found life 
tather dull among the Bhlem- 
phroims after the first feeling of 
exoticism had worn off. The diet 
was tiresome for one thing—an 
endless succession of raw and 
boiled and roasted mushrooms, 
varied at rare intervals by the 
coarse and flabby meat of tame 
monsters. And this people, though 
they were always polite and re 
spectful, did not seem to be great- 
ly awed by the exhibitions of Hy- 
perborean magic with which Eibon 
and Morghi favored them; and 
their lamentable want of religious 
ardor made all evangelistic en- 
deavor a thankless task. And, be- 
ing fundamentally unimaginative, 
they were not even duly impressed 
by the fact that their visitors had 
come from a remote ultra-Cykra- 
noshian world. 

“I feel,” said Eibon to Morghi 
one day, “that the god was sadly 
mistaken in deigning to send this 
people a message of any sort.” 

It was very soon after this that 
a large committee of the Bhlem- 
phroims waited upon Eibon and 
Morghi and informed them that 
after long consideration they had 
been selected as the fathers of the 
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next generation and were to be 
married forthwith to the tribal 
mother in the hope that a well- 
headed race of $Bhlemphroims 
would result from the union. 

Eibon and Morghi were quite 
overcome by the proposed eugenic 
honor, Thinking of the mountain- 
ous female they had seen, Morghi 
was prone to remember his sacer- 
dotal vows of celibacy and Eibon 
was eager to take similar vows 
upon himself without delay. The 
inquisitor, indeed, was so over- 
whelmed as to be rendered almost 
speechless; but, with rare presence 
of mind, the sorcerer temporized 
by making a few queries anent the 
legal and social status which would 
be enjoyed by Morghi and himself 
as the husbands of the Djhen- 
quomh. And the naive Bhlem- 
phroims told him that this would 
be a matter of brief concern; that 
after completing their marital du- 
ties the husbands were always 
served to the national mother in 
the form of ragouts and other cu- 
_]linary preparations, 


HE Hyperboreans tried to con- 

ceal from their hosts the re- 
luctance with which they both ré- 
garded the coming honor in all 
its stages. Being as usual a master 
of diplomatics, Eibon went so far 
as to make a formal acceptance on 
behalf of himself and his com- 
panion. But when the delegation 
of Bhiemphroims had departed he 
said to Morghi: 

“T am more than ever convinced 
that the god was mistaken. We 
must leave the city of Vhlorrh 
with all feasible dispatch, and con- 
tinue our journey till we find a 
people who are worthier to receive 
his communication.” 

Apparently it had never occurred 
to the simple and patriotic Bhlem- 
phroims that the fathering of their 
next national litter was a privilege 
that anyone would dream of re- 


jecting. Eibon and Morghi were 
subjected to no manner of duress 
or constraint, and their movements | 
were not even watched. It was an 
easy matter to leave the house in 
which they had been domiciled, 
when the rumbling snores of their 
hosts were ascending to the great 
ring of Cykranoshian moons, and 
to follow the highway that led 
from Vhlorrh toward the -country 
of the Ydheems. 

The road before them was well 
marked; and the ring-light was al- 
most as clear and brilliant as full 
day. They traveled a long distance 
through the diversified and always 
unique scenery which it served to 
illumine, before the rising of the 
sun and the consequent discovery 
of their departure by the Bhlem- 
phroims, These single-minded bi- 
peds, it is likely, were too sorely 
perplexed and dumbfounded by the 
loss of the guests whom they had 
chosen as future progenitors to 
even think of following them. 


HE land 
indicated 


of the Ydheems (as 
on an earlier occa- 
sion by the Bhlemphroims) was 
many leagues away; and tracts of 
ashen deserts, of mineral cacti, of 
fungoid forests and high mountains 
intervened. The boundary of the 
Bhlemphroims—marked by a crude 
sculpturesque representation of the 
tribal mother beside the way—was 
passed by the travelers before dawn. 

And during the following day 
they journeyed among more than 
one of those unusual races who 
diversify so widely the population 
of Saturn. They saw the Djhibbis, 
that apterous and Stylitean bird- 
people who roost on their indi- 
vidual dolomites for years at a 
time and meditate upon the cosmos, 
uttering to each other at long in- 
tervals the mystic syllables yop, 
yeep and yoop, which are said to 
express an unfathomed range of 
esoteric thought. 
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And they met those flibbertigib- 
bet pygmies, the Ephighs, who hol- 
low out their homes in the trunks 
of certain large fungi, and are al- 
ways having to hunt new habita- 
tions because the old ones crumble 
into powder in a few days. And 
they heard the underground croak- 
ing of that mysterious people, the 
Ghlonghs, who dread not only the 
sunlight but also the ring-light, and 
who have never yet been seen by 
any of the surface-dwellers. 

By sunset, however, Eibon and 
Morghi had crossed the domains of 
all the aforementioned races, and 
had even climbed the lower scarps 
of those mountains which still di- 
vided them from the land of the 
Ydheems. Here, on a_ sheltered 
ledge, their weariness impelled 
them to halt; and since they had 
now ceased to dread pursuit from 
the Bhlemphroims, they wrapped 
themselves more tightly in their 
mantles against the cold, after a 
meager supper of raw mushrooms, 
and fell asleep. 


HEIR slumber was disturbed 

by a series of cacodemoniacal 
dreams in which they both thought 
they had been recaptured by the 
Bhlemphroims and were forced to 
espouse the Djhenquomh. They 
awoke shortly before dawn, from 
visions whose details were excru- 
ciatingly vivid, and were more than 
ready to resume their ascent of the 
mountains, 

The slopes and cliffs above them 
were desolate enough to have de- 
terred any travelers of inferior 
hardihood or less cogent fears. The 
tall woods of fungi dwindled ere 
long to tiny growths, and soon 
they lessened to forms that were 
no bigger than lichens; and after 
these, there was nothing but black 
and naked stone. The wiry and 
slender Eibon suffered no great in- 
convenience from the climb; but 
Morghi, with his sacerdotal girth 


and bulk, was soon winded. When- 
ever he paused to recover his 
breath, Eibon would say to him: 
“Think of the national mother,” 
and Morghi would climb the next 
acclivity like an agile but some- 
what asthmatic mountain-sheep. 

They came at noon to a pinnacle- 
guarded pass from which they 
could look down on the country 
of the Ydheems, They saw that 
it was a broad and fertile realm, 
with woods of mammoth mush- 
rooms and other thallophytes that 
excelled in size and number those 
of any other region they had yet 
traversed. Even the mountain- 
slopes were more fruitful on this 
side, for Eibon and Morghi had 
not descended far when they en- 
tered a grove of enormous puff- 
balls and toadstools. 

They were admiring the magni- 
tude and variety of these growths, 
when they heard a_ thunderous 
noise on the mountains above them. 
The noise drew nearer, gatheriug 
to itself the roar of new thunders. 
Eibon would have prayed to Zho- 
thaqquah, and Morghi would have 
supplicated the goddess Yhoundeh, 
but unfortunately there was no 
time. They were caught in a 
mighty mass of rolling puff-balls 
and toppling toadstools overthrown 
by the huge avalanche that had 
started on the heights above; and, 
borne with increasing momentum, 
with vertiginous speed and tumult 
amid an ever-growing heap of shat- 
tered fungi, they finished their de- 
scent of the mountain in less than 
a minute. 


NDEAVORING to extricate 

themselves from the pile of 
thallophytic debris in which they 
were buried, Eibon and Morghi no- 
ticed that there still seemed to be 
a good deal of noise, even though 
the avalanche had stopped. Also, 
there were other movements and 
heavings than their own in the 
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pile. When they had managed to 
get their necks and shoulders clear, 
they discovered that the commo- 
tion was being made by certain 
people who differed from their late 
hosts, the Bhlempbroims, in that 
they possessed rudimentary heads. 

These people were some of the 
Ydheems, on one of whose towns 
the avalanche had descended. Roofs 
and towers were beginning to 
emerge from the mass of boulders 
and puff-balls; and just in front 
of the Hyperboreans there was a 
large temple-like edifice from 
whose blocked-up door a multitude 
of the Ydheems had now tunneled 
their way. At sight of Eibon and 
Morghi they suspended their la- 
bors; and the sorcerer, who had 
freed himself and had made sure 
that all his bones and members 
were intact, now took the oppor- 
tunity to address them. 

“Harken!” the said with great 
importance. “I have come to bring 
you a message from the god Hziul- 
quoigmnzhak, I have borne it 
faithfully on ways beset with many 
hazards and perils, In the god’s 
own divine language, it runs thus: 
‘Ighui dlosh odhqlonqh.’” 

Since he spoke in the dialect of 
the Bhlemphroims, which differed 
somewhat from their own, it is 
doubtful if the Ydkeems altogether 
understood the first part of his 
utterance. But Hziulquoigmnzhah 
was their tutelary deity; and they 
knew the language of the gods. At 
the words: “Iqghui dlosh_ odh- 
glongh,” there was a most remark- 
able resumption and increase of ac- 
tivity, a ceaseless running to and 
fro on the part of the Ydheems, a 
shouting of guttural orders, and a 
recrudescence of new heads and 
limbs from the avalanche, 

Those who had issued from the 
temple re-entered it, and came out 
once more carrying a huge image 
of Hziulquoigmnzhah, some smaller 
icons of lesser though allied 


deities, and a very ancient-looking 
idol which both Eibon and Morghi 
recognized as having a resemblance 
to Zhothaqquah, Others of the 
Ydheems brought their household 
goods and furniture forth from the 
dwellings, and, signing the Hyper- 
boreans to accompany them, the 
whole populace began to evacuate 
the town, 


IBON and Morghi were much 

mystified. And it was not un- 
til a new town had been built on 
the fungus-wooded plain at the 
distance of a full day’s march, and 
they themselves had been installed 
among the priests of the new tem- 
ple, that they learned the reason of 
it all and the meaning of: “Ighui 
dlosh odhglongh.” These words 
meant merely: “Be on your way;” 
and the god had addressed them 
to Eibon as a dismissal. But the 
coincidental coming of the ava- 
lanche and of Eibon and Morghi 
with this purported message from 
the god, had been taken by the 
Ydheems as a divine injunction to 
remove themselves and their goods 
from their present location. Thus 
the wholesale exodus of people 
with their idols and domestic be- 
longings. 

The new town was called 
Ghlomph, after the one that the 
avalanche had buried. Here, for the 
remainder of their days, Eibon and 
Morghi were held in much honer; 
and their coming with the message, 
“Ighui dlosh  odhglongh,’ was 
deemed a fortunate thing, since 
there were no more avalanches to 
threaten the security of Ghlomph 
in its new situation remote from 
the mountains, 

The Hyperboreans shared the in- 
crement of civic affluence and well- 
being resultant from this security. 
There was no national mother 
among the Ydheems, who propa- 
gated themselves in a far more 
general manner than the Bhlem- 
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phroims; so existence was quite 
safe and tranquil. Eibon, at least, 
was really in his element; for the 
news. which he brought of Zho- 
thaqquah, who was still worshipped 
in this region of Cykranosh, had 
enabled him to set up as a sort 
of minor prophet, even apart from 
the renown which he enjoyed as 
the bearer of the divine message and 
as the founder of the new town of 
Ghlomph. 

Morghi, however, was not entire- 
ly happy. Though the Ydheems 
were religious, they did not carry 
their devotional fervor to the point 
of bigotry or intolerance; so it was 
quite impossible to start an inqui- 
sition among them. But still there 
were compensations: the fungus- 
wine of the Ydheems was potent 
though evil-tasting; and there were 
females of a sort, if one were not 
too squeamish. Consequently, Mor- 
ghi and Ejibon both settled down 
to an ecclesiastic regimen which, 
after all, was not so radically dif- 
ferent from that of Mhu Thulan 
or any other place on the planet of 
their birth. 


UCH were the various adven- 

tures, and such was the final 
lot of this redoubtable pair in 
Cykranosh. But in Ejibon’s tower 
of black gneiss on that headland 
of the northern sea in Mhu Thu- 
lan, the underlings of Morghi wait- 
ed for days, neither wishing to 
follow the high priest through the 
magic panel nor daring to leave in 
disobedience of his orders. 

At length they were recalled by 
a special dispensation from the 
hierophant who had been chosen as 
Morghi’s temporary successor. But 
the result of the whole affair was 
highly regrettable from the stand- 
point of the hierarchy of Yhoun- 
deh. It was universally believed 
that Eibon had not only escaped 
by virtue of the powerful magic he 
had learned from Zkothaqquah, but 
had made away with Morghi into 
the bargain, As a consequence of 
this belief, the faith of Yhoundeh 
declined, and there was a wide- 
spread revival of the dark worship 
of Zhothaqquah throughout Mhu 
Thulan in the last centuries before 
the onset of the great Ice Age. 





Cormoran and Cormelian 


GOME of the most interesting of the 
folk legends which have come out of 
England concern themselves with the 
doings of the Giants who, it is said, for a 
long time inhabited the bleak and inhos- 
pitable hills of Cornwall. To this day, 
Scattered about that region, one finds 
many rude masses of rock which it would 
seem impossible were ever placed there 
by the hands of ordinary mortals. On 
every side one finds a Giant’s Chair, a 
Giant’s Punch Bowl, or perhaps a Giant’s 
Castle or a Giant’s Pulpit. 

Some of the legends woven around these 
remains have been preserved. One of 
these has to do with a giant named Cor- 
moran, who desired to build a home in 
Land’s End above the trees, so he could 
keep watch over the surrounding coun- 
tryside. For a long time he worked, toil- 
ing mightily to carry and pile up huge 
masses of squarish granite rocks found 
nearby, and compelling his wife, Cor- 
melian, to help him. The labor of lifting 
and carrying these great stone masses 
from their primitive beds was titanic, and 
Cormoran saw to it that the heaviest loads 


of stone were borne by his wife, who car- 
ried them in her apron. 

Then, one day while her husband was 
sleeping, Cormelian, seeing no reason why 
a nearer patch of greenstone rock would 
not do as well as the granite, gathered an 
apronful of such boulders and carried 
them to the castle, now nearing comple- 
tion. It chanced that the sleeping Cor- 
moran woke in time to see that she was 
carrying, contrary to his wishes, green 
stone instead of white. At this he was 
exceedingly angry, and he rose, rushed to 
her, and with an awful curse gave her a 
kick. Cormelia’s apron string broke from 
the jolt, and the boulders fell from her 
apron to the ground. 

And there the greenstone remains to 
this day, not far from the nearly com- 
pleted white stone castle. No human 
power is sufficient to remove it. At Cor- 
melia’s death the pile of. greenstone be- 
came her monument, and it still may be 
seen resting on clay slate rocks where she 
dropped it.. Later this famous rock came 
to be considered as sacred, and a little 
chapel was built on it. 





Before the fireplace a coffin was standing. 


The Emergency Call 


By Marion Brandon 


S$ the old white elm-shaded 
house came into view at 
the turn of the road, I 
found myself trembling. 
“That’s it, Tom,” I said. 
“There’s no doctor’s sign on it,” 
Tom remarked as he brought the 
car to a halt at the picket gate. 
“Sure it’s the 
right one?” 
“Quite sure,” I 
answered as well 
as my quivering 
lips would let me. 


Through the storm and darkness of 
the night <cmes a cry for help, and 
from an even deeper darkness 


comes an answer. 





For Tom’s first thought in planning 
our wedding-anniversary trip had 
been a visit to this house—and I 
knew what he would find out! I 
hadn’t been able to tell him myself. 
How would the knowledge affect 
him, coming from another? 

With a sinking heart I watched 
him make his way 
along the red 
brick path to the 
white door, pull 
the brass _bell- 
knob that I re- 
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membered so well, shining now in 
warm afternoon sunlight instead of 
the blue flare of lightning. A wom- 
an answered his summons, a young 
pretty woman, in place of the deaf 
old soul of a year ago. There was 
a brief conversation that I couldn’t 
hear; and Tom came slowly back to 
the car. 

“He’s dead, darling!” he said. 
“The end of last July, she told me. 
Must have been right after we were 
here; that was the twenty-sixth, you 
know. She’s no relation to him; 
they just bought the place in the 
fall; and when I asked her the exact 
date he died she didn’t know.” 

She didn’t know! My overstrained 
nerves gave away under the re- 
action, I burst into tears. 

Tom was beside me in a moment, 
his arms around me. 

“Don’t cry, darling!” he remon- 
strated, “You know he said himself 
that he hadn’t been well for a long 
time, and he’s probably better off as 
he is. But, darn it!” he added in the 
boyish way that he has. “I surely 
wanted to thank him for what he 
did for us, and never anything that 
even looked like a bill!” 

“It—it just upset me, Tom,” I 
whispered, controlling myself as 
best I could. 

Tom kissed me; and we drove on, 
leaving behind us the old green- 
shuttered house, every detail of 
which will remain forever burned 
into my memory. But the mere 
sight of it brought everything back 
so vividly that, now that we are 
home again, I am writing out this 
account of as strange an experience 
as can possibly befall a human 
being. 


UT I must go back to that July 
evening, a year ago, when I 
knelt, terrified and alone in the sun- 
set light, beside Tom’s unconscious 
form, his blood warm and wet on my 
fingers, ominous mutterings of ap- 
proaching thunder in my ears. 


We were on our wedding-trip, and 
had been avoiding traveled highways 
in favor of remote country back- 
roads like this one. It was a dread- 
ful road, on which we had en- 
countered no settlement—not even 
a house—for miles; but the moun- 
tain country through which it 
struggled was glorious. The ascent 
of the last hill, however, had made 
the radiator boil, and we had stopped 
to let it cool. 

And then I saw the flower. 

To this day, I don’t know what 
it was; but it looked as if a little 
piece of summer sky had been 
caught in a bunch of green leaves 
high above the road on the face of 
the rocky wall that rose steep and 
sheer on one side. 

“Tom, did you ever see anything 
so lovely as that flower?” I‘ asked. 

Tom’s gray eyes followed my 
pointing finger. “I’ll get it for you,” 
he said. 

“Tom, you couldn’t!” In saying 
that, of course, I made a bad mis- 
take. 

“Couldn’t 
“We'll see!” 

As a matter of fact there was 
plenty of foothold on the jagged 
rock-face, we found; and quite a 
wide ledge just below the spot 
where the flower stood out in its 
blue loveliness against the gray- 
green lichened face of the rock. 

“You want a rock-garden, dar- 
ling,’ Tom said with his dear 
teasing smile. “Watch me capture 
the first inmate!” 

There is no use going into de- 
tails. It makes me sick now even 
to write of the hideous splitting 
crash with which the ledge, prob- 
ably weakened by weathering, gave 
away under Tom’s weight ... and 
the more hideous silence which 
succeeded it. 


I?” Tom retorted. 


OM lay queerly crumpled and 
still at the bottom, made no 
movement, uttered no sound. As I 
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dropped to my knees beside him, 
I could see that his head was rest- 
ing on a broken piece of rock, as on 
a pillow. When I moved it, my fin- 
gers were warm and wet—and red. 
His face was ghastly in the failing 
light, his eyes closed. 


“Tom!” I begged. “Can’t you 
speak to me?” 
But my only reply was an 


ominous rumble of thunder. 

I looked back over the valley be- 
hind me. Great ragged black clouds 
were rolling up from the horizon, 
obscuring in a heavy pall the golden 
light of the sunset. As I watched, 
they were rent by a jagged flash of 
lightning. A drop of rain fell cold 
on my hand, another on Tom’s 
death-white face. 

“Help!” I screamed, hysterically 
and senselessly. “Help!” 

But even through my blind panic, 
I knew that there was no help. The 
country was probably as desolate 
ahead of us as it had been behind. 

Another flash of lightning; an- 
other roll of thunder, booming 
hollowly among the hills, nearer 
this time. The rain was falling in 
earnest. 

Sheer terror finally brought me to 
my senses, contradictory as_ that 
sounds. Tom wasn’t dead. I could 
still feel his heart-beats, so irreg- 
ular and faint as to make it only 
too plain that the dividing line be- 
tween life and death was pitifully 
thin. And if, in his shocked condi- 
tion, he were to be drenched and 
chilled by the impending down- 
POUL. 40«. 4 

I didn’t dare to think further. 
Desperation must have lent me su- 
perhuman strength, for somehow I 
managed to get Tom’s big helpless 
body—he is six feet high, and heavy 
in proportion—into the car which 
I backed as close to him as I could. 

I was exhausted and trembling 
when the task was accomplished, 
and with Tom’s_ senseless form 
lying inert and still on the floor in 
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the back, I could only crouch 
sobbing on the front seat while 
such a storm as I hope never to 
see again broke over us. 

It raged for hours, with crashing 
thunder and such blinding lightning 
and sluicing rain that I didn’t dare 
to attempt to move the chainless car 
along the road which looked more. 
like the bed of a mountain stream 
than anything else in the uncanny 
blue glare of the lightning flashes. 


T long last, however, the 

downpour ceased. The storm 
passed on, but reluctantly, leaving 
in its wake fitful flashes and inter- 
mittent growls of thunder. With 
shaking fingers I padded the floor- 
ing under Tom’s head with my coat 
and sweater, in addition to what I 
had already put there, and slipping 
once more into the front seat, 
started the engine. 

The trip along the dark treach- 
erous road seemed endless—a night- 
mare of skids and side-slips; of 
jolts that brought my heart to my 
throat when I thought of Tom’s 
head. In reality the speedometer 
showed only four miles, and my 
watch forty-five minutes, when I 
finally spied a house, withdrawn 
and lonely-looking. But at last, the 
weak lamplight in the windows 
meant people. — 

But they could do me no good. 
They had no telephone to call a 
doctor; nor, they added, had any 
other of the few scattered houses 
in the vicinity. 

“You'd best push right on to Col- 
mer, ma’am,” the man advised me. 
“It isn’t but six miles from here, 
and there’s a doctor. There’s one 
village between here and it; but 
there’s no doctor there—now. 
More’s the pity!” | 

Could I possibly get Tom there 
alive? I thought miserably as I 
started once more into the darkness. 
His fluttering heart-beats were 
almost imperceptible. 
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In my daze of utter misery I no- 
ticed nothing, thought of nothing 
but making the best speed I dared, 
until the widely scattered houses 
drew close enough together to 
make me realize that we were ap- 
proaching a settlement. 

“The one where there isn’t a doc- 
tor!” I thought wretchedly as the 
better roadway gave me confidence 
to press down a little more on the 
accelerator. But at least there would 
be telephones! 

Just then a dying flash of light- 
ning illumined the front of a house 
on the left, and flickered wanly 
across a brass plate by the door. 
Jamming on the brakes so that the 
car skidded entirely around, I 
leaped to the ground and ran up 
the path. 

“Dr. Barton,” read the sign in 
the light from the glass side-panels 
of the door. 

“Thank God!” I sobbed in my re- 
lief and surprise, as I pulled at the 
old-fashioned bell. Apparently I 
had been too sunk in my misery 
to notice the little intermediate 
settlement; no wonder, if it was 
as small and straggling as some we 
had passed through! And this must 
be Colmer. 


VERYBODY was evidently 

in bed and asleep; for the 
only light was the one in the hall, 
and there was no answer to my 
frantically repeated summons but 
the slow strokes of a clock booming 
the hour of midnight. I could hear 
the bell ringing quite plainly; but 
in desperation I beat upon the door 
with my fists. That still figure out 
there on the car floor—dying! 

As a last resort I tried the door. 
It gave! I stumbled into the long 
white-paneled hall. There was the 
scent of roses on the air. 

“Is there nobody to help us?” I 
cried into the silence. “I must have 
help!” 

Silence again for a moment. And 


then the door of the room on my 
left slowly opened, and a tall old 
man emerged. He had kind, yet pen- 
etrating, dark eyes and thick gray 
hair. 

“What is the trouble, my dear?” 
he asked with the most reassuring 
sympathetic smile I had ever met. 
“I’m sorry you were not answered 
at once; but my housekeeper is 
stone deaf—and I had gone to 
sleep.” 

Incoherently I poured out my 
story. 

“Bring your car into the drive,” 
he directed briefly, “while I go and 
light up the office.” 

He was, as I have said, an old 
man; but he seemed to have the 
strength of Samson. For when I 
stopped the car at the door, he 
lifted Tom’s big helpless form as 
easily as if it had been a baby’s, 
and carrying it into the consulting- 
room—to the right of the doorway, 
just opposite the one from which 
he had come in answer to my cry— 
and laid it on the examining-table. 

With deft skilful-looking fingers 
he felt Tom’s pulse; his body; his 
head ... his pulse again. 

“My dear,” he said finally, “This 
boy”—the touch with which he 
moved Tom’s curly dark head was 
very gentle—“is almost—gone.” 
Desperately I gripped at the chair- 
back behind me to keep from cry- 
ing out against the awfulness of the 
verdict, so much worse now, coming 
as it did from the lips of one who 
undoubtedly knew! “We’ll have to 
have an immediate operation—here 
and now,” he added. “It’s a bad 
basal fracture, and we haven’t a 
minute to lose.” 


HERE and then, by a country 

general practitioner! As _ I 
heard the appalling words, the old- 
fashioned high-ceiled room seemed 
to reel around me, the lined kindly 
face of the old man to recede into 
a mist. 
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The speaker of them, however, ap- 
peared to regard the prospect as a 
perfectly simple matter. 

“It’s forty miles to the nearest 
hospital and surgeons,” I could 
hear, as from some great distance, 
the quiet voice going on. “The 
boy wouldn’t last the trip out, and 
the only doctors you’d find between 
here and there are my kind—coun- 
try ‘medicos.’” 

“Have you ever—performed this 
operation?” I stammered through 
trembling lips. 

“No,” he replied simply, as if 
that didn’t matter in the least; 
“never in my life.” 

For a moment stark unreasoning 
panic seized upon me at the thought 
of having that most dangerous of 
operations performed upon the per- 
son I loved far better than myself, 
here, in this country office, by 
someone who had never done it— 
and didn’t seem to think that made 
any difference! The dreadful 
thought occurred to me that he 
might be insane. But as I met the 
direct dark eyes that were search- 
ing mine across Tom’s well-nigh 
lifeless body, something of their 
calm cool steadiness seemed to flow 
into my cringing heart. 

Tom was dying. The gray pallor, 
the sunken, pinched features, the 
heavy sweat-beads on his head and 
hands, made that hideously plain, 
even to me, who knew so little. Any 
chance was worth the trying! 

“Please do it, Doctor,” I said. 

I shall not try to write about the 
next half hour. It is too hard, even 
now, after a year has passed. The 
grisly-seeming preparations. ... 
The rows of ugly little instruments 
laid out in cruel glistening array 
on a clean towel. ... The sponges 
and bandages in readiness. 

“Fortunately I had everything 
laid out after my last emergency 
operation, a couple of days ago, so 
we won’t have that to do now,” the 
doctor remarked with his kindly 


smile as he hung his coat over the 
back of a chair, and shrugged him- 
self into his white linen jacket, “And 
we shan’t need ether,” he added. 
“Even when this operation is suc- 
cessfully over, it’s some little time 
before consciousness returns, so 
we'll be spared that delay, too! I’ll 
just have you go out now.” He 
was deftly shaving away Tom’s 
thick hair. “I’ll call you if I need 
help. And this sort of thing isn’t 
easy to watch!” 


T the door I turned to look 

back. The rain was once more 
pouring in sheets down the win- 
dow-panes, for the storm was re- 
turning. The picture is forever en- 
graved on my memory: the bare 
orderly consulting-room, with its 
brilliant overhead light; the still 
figure on the table; the intent gray- 
haired one bending, over it... 
the sudden gleam of a knife. 

“Good-by, Tom, darling!” I whis- 
pered in my heart. And stumbling 
out into the hall, I dropped onto a 
chair beside the door. 

The minutes dragged leadenly 
by. I couldn’t even listen for move- 
ments in the lighted room, for the 
roar of the renewed downpour 
drowned every other sound, even 
when the long peals of thunder 
died away. 

My teeth were soon chattering, 
for there seemed to be open win- 
dows somewhere. Yet I didn’t dare 
move to look for them lest a call 
come for me to help in some 
way. ... And with the deepening 
chill, the scent of roses that I 
had noticed on my entrance became 
more pronounced. The _ doctor’s 
hobby must be the growing of fine 


flowers, I thought—as one does 
think of trifles in dreadful mo- 
ments. 


At last the door opened, and the 
tall white-coated figure emerged. 

“We'll be all right now, I think, 
my dear,” he said with his be- 


88 THE EMERGENCY CALL 


nignant smile. “He’s coming around 
nicely.” 

The terrible grayness was indeed 
leaving Tom’s face, I saw, as I en- 
tered the room; his. breathing, 
almost imperceptible before, was 
now plainly to be seen. He had 
been moved from the table to the 
big comfortable sofa that stood 
against the wall and warmly cov- 
ered with blankets, 

“How can I thank you, Doctor?” 
I stammered through my grateful 
tears. 

“I don’t need any thanks,” he an- 
swered. “The effort to recall people 
from the gates of death to those 
who love them is its own great re- 
ward—especially a fine boy like this 
one!” He smiled again. “No one has 
ever been able to do me a greater 
favor than bringing me a good hard 
emergenty case to work on!... 
Yes, that pulse is coming along 
splendidly.” 


T was nearly an hour before Tom 

opened his eyes, clear and sane, 
for there had been no ether to con- 
fuse him, 

“Gosh, darling!” he whispered 
weakly. “I certainly have a head on 
me! Did I hit something hard?” 

“Not so chatty, young man!” 
broke in the doctor in his kindly 
way. “You’ve had a major operation 
on that head of yours, and it’s up to 
you to keep quiet. I'll just give you 
something to take the edge off the 
pain.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Tom said, as 
the hypodermic plunged into his 
arm, 

“That will make him sleep for 
twelve hours at least,” said the doc- 
tor as he pulled the blankets well 
up around Tom’s shoulders. “The 
undertaker has a good ambulance, 
and you can get him in the morn- 
ing to take you to the nearest city 
hospital; that’s Hampton, forty 
miles from here. And now, if you'll 
excuse me, I'll go back to sleep. 


I’ve had a long illness—and I have 
to rest.” 

I noticed then, for the first time, 
what I had failed to mark in my 
terror for Tom: the pallor of the 
handsome benevolent face, the shad- 
ows under the keen dark eyes. 

“Oh, do go and rest, Doctor,” I 
begged. “We’ll be quite all right.” 

“Your hands are cold,” Tom mur- 
mured sleepily, already under the 
influence of the quick-acting opiate. 
“Better cover up well.” 

“Ill be well covered,” the doctor 
answered reassuringly. His pleasant 
smile took in both of us; but he 
stooped to lay a hand on Tom’s 
shoulder for an instant before he 
passed out of the open door. 

But he did not go upstairs, I 
noted with relief as I heard his re- 
treating footsteps pass across the 
hall and into the room from which 
I had roused him, There was some- 
thing about his calm, benevolent, 
and wholly reassuring presence that 
made me thankful to have him near. 


OM soon dropped into a heavy, 

drugged slumber. The night 
wore on. Beside him, in a big chair, 
I half-dozed, worn out with the 
long strain. The storm had died; 
the house was very still. 

Still; that is, except for a shade, 
or something, that was rattling con- 
tinually in the room across the hall 
where there was evidently a win- 
dow open. For myself, I didn’t mind 
the creeping draft on my feet; but 
I hated to think that the tired doc- 
tor, resting after so delicate an 
operation, performed when he had 
been ill, might be roused from his 
slumber before long if the noisa 
continued. But, half-asleep, my- 
self, it was almost dawn before it 
occurred to me that if I tiptoed 
quietly in and found and closed the 
window I could prevent his being 
disturbed. 

Tom always carried a flashlight 
in his pocket; and by some strange 
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chance it was quite uninjured by 
the fall. 

Softly I made my way across the 
hall; softly opened the closed door. 
The cold air of the room was heavy 
and sweet with the scent of roses. 

Cautiously I flashed the torch. 

I was standing in a large old- 
fashioned parlor, with white-pan- 
eled walls and dark walnut furni- 
ture. It was the shade of the 
window directly across from me 
that was making the disturbance. 
As I started over to it, I moved 
the torch slowly around the room— 
and what I saw brought me to a 
sudden trembling stop. 

Before the fireplace and within 
a yard of me a coffin was standing, 
its dark polished surface gleaming 
dully in the light of the torch. 
Around the trestle roses were 
banked, and fresh garden flowers, 
their odor sweet on the cold air of 
the room. 

And the face on the satin pillow, 
calm and reposeful in the majesty 
of death, was the one that had bent 
so intently over Tom’s motionless 
form, that had smiled so kindly 
upon both of us... so kind still 
that my impulse to turn and flee 
was immediately checked. 

Incredulously I bent and touched 
the quietly folded hands. They were 
icy, with the chill that is not of the 
world of the living. Shaken and 
trembling, I dropped upon a chair, 
my mind a whirling tumult of con- 
fused emotion. 


E was dead, that tall old man 

who had been—asleep; who 
had been ill, and must rest; whose 
skilful hands, folded now in mar- 
ble rigidity, had brought Tom back 
from the Gate which their owner 
had already passed.... 

The room was still cold with the 
chill of the mountain air; the blind 
still rattled; the heavy odor of the 
flowers was well-nigh overpower- 
ing. But I was not afraid. Groping 


for the light switch, I flooded the 
silent place with radiance, and 
dropped on my knees beside the 
coffin, 

“Thank you,” I whispered as my 
tears fell fast on the quiet hands 
that had saved my husband from 
the grave. “Oh, thank you—thank 
you!” 

And for a long time I knelt there, 
awed and overcome by a sense of 
nearness to unseen things that pass 
human understanding. 

With morning light the old 
housekeeper came down; she was 
stone deaf, as the doctor had said. 

“My land, but you gave me a 
start!” she exclaimed as I met her 
at the foot of the stairs, “You'll 
have to write what you want to 
say,” she added. “I can’t hear a 
word, and I don’t hold with those 
ear-phones and such.” 

She seemed quite satisfied with 
my explanation that my husband 
had been injured; that, seeing the 
doctor’s sign, I had stopped at the 
house; and that, receiving no an- 
swer to my rings, and finding the 
door open, I had helped him into 
the surgery to wait till morning for 
the doctor. 

“My, my! but it would just have 
suited the doctor!” she said. “Noth- 
ing he liked better than to be called 
up from a good sound sleep for 
something serious. A real doctor, he 
was! Dead in his bed yesterday 
morning. ... Good thing you didn’t 
mistake the front parlor for the 
office,” she added. “He’s in there— 
at least, that’s where the undertaker 
said he was going to put him when 
he brought him back last night, just 
as I was going to bed—and you 
might have got a scare.... Though 
I guess he couldn’t scare anyone 
if he still looks as peaceful as he 
did when I found him in the morn- 
ing! I’ll get you some breakfast 
before I go into see him.” And the 
housekeeper hurried off toward the 
kitchen. 
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TOLD the same story to the 

undertaker when, in response to 
my telephoned summons, he arrived 
with his ambulance. What would 
they both have said, had I told the 
truth? 

We were only a little more than 
a hundred miles from home, and he 
agreed to take us the whole dis- 
tance for a sum which, to my city 
mind, seemed very reasonable in- 
deed. 

“The doctor’s funeral isn’t till to- 
morrow,” he said; “so it’s easy 
enough for me to go. I'll just step 
in and take a look around.” And he 
disappeared into the closed room. 

“Can you beat that!” he said as 
he emerged, an odd expression on 
his face. “That old housekeeper of 
his has always been fine at her 
job, but kind of queer in the head. 
He’d left a note saying that when 
he died, he didn’t want a mourning 
affair made of it, and not to put a 
wreath on the door, or do things 
different in any way. So she 
wouldn’t have anyone in to stay 
with her, because that would cer- 
tainly be doing different. And when 
I came to fix things up in the par- 
lor, just as she was going up to 
bed last night, she told me not to 
slip the spring-lock on the front 
door when I got through, because 
he’d never locked it in his life. But 
who in the world would have 
thought that she’d have the nerve 
to put his white office-coat on him 
instead of his best one that he 
hardly ever wore! She must have 
come down to look at him after 
I’d gone. ... And believe me,” he 
added, “he looks a lot more like 
himself!” 

For an instant dizziness forced 
me to close my eyes. ... That tall 
spare gray-haired figure, shaking 
itself into the linen jacket! 

“Can there ever be a mistake 
about people being really dead?” I 
asked, striving to make my tone 
sound natural. “Could he perhaps 


be in some kind of trance, and 
have got up and wandered around— 
dazed?” 


UT even as I voiced the words, 

I realized the ridiculousness 
of them. “Wandering!” “Dazed!” 
Those keen searching dark eyes; 
those deft, sure hands; that super- 
human strength! 

“Mistakes can’t be made about 
death any more,” the man replied 
simply. “We have a test now that is 
absolutely certain. I don’t think 
I'll say anything about it to her,” 
he added, “I guess people will like 
to see him just as he looked in the 
office. I’ll just pretend I didn’t no- 
tice anything.” 

Nor would the old woman who 
hadn’t seen him in the other coat, 
notice anything! 

On the long trip home, as I sat 
by Tom’s unconscious form on the 
cot, I learned much about the good 
old doctor. A man who had loved 
his profession above everything else 
in the world, save one thing—his 
only son, who was to follow in his 
father’s footsteps. The boy had fin- 
ished medical school; and before 
beginning on his hospital interne- 
ship, had gone away on a hunting- 
trip with a friend. He had fractured 
his skull in a fall, and died before 
help could be obtained and the 
operation that would have saved 
him performed. 

“It broke the doctor’s heart, I 
guess,” the undertaker went on. 
“The boy was all he had, for his 
wife died twenty years before. And 
from then on, you could see a little 
difference in how he felt about his 
cases. Not that he ever gave any- 
one anything but the best that was 
in him, of course; but when it 
came to young fellows like his boy 
—and this husband of yours—he’d 
have been glad to kill himself for 
them any day. He worked and 
slaved over them, and sat up nights 
with them. ‘Just to make sure,’ he’d 
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gay! It was overdoing over a young 
chap with pneumonia that took him 
off,” he added. “He’d had angina for 
years, and knew he ought to be 
careful; but instead he worked over 
the youngster for fifteen hours 
straight—pulled him through, too— 
and then came home and went to 
Sleep ... for good!” The under- 
taker was quite unashamed of his 
emotion. “It certainly does seem 
queer,” he added, “to think of a 
fine young fellow like this one 
needing his help—and him lying 
with his hands folded!” 

What could I say to that? ... 
Nothing! 


OM didn’t rouse until after we 
reached the hospital. Though if 
he had taiked, the undertaker would 
probably have taken what he said 
for delirious raving. To the sur- 
geons who examined him, I simply 
said that it had been an emergency 
operation, performed by a country 
doctor. 
What else could I have said? 
It was a splendidly performed 
operation, they remarked; and the 


results bore out their diagnosis. 
Tom improved rapidly and steadily, 
and in a far shorter time than I 
had dared to hope, was as well as 
ever. 

But I have never told him what 
I alone have known until my de- 
cision to tell it to others, in this 
fashion and under another name. 
Who could say what effect the ~ 
knowledge might have upon him 
that his rescue from death was 
effected by hands already dead! 

Nor have I any explanation—if 
explanations mean answers’ to 
“hows” and “whys.” I have heard 
it said, however, that after death 
the soul lingers for a time near the 
familiar body which housed it for 
so long. If that is true; and the 
soul of the good old doctor heard 
once more, in the silence of the 
night, the call for help that it had 
never in life refused, why shouldn’t 
it have been permitted to re-enter 
that body long enough to—answer? 

There are many things in life that 
we must be content to accept with- 
out understanding them. Why not 
this? 
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People of 
By Robert 


CAME to Dagon’s Cave to kill 
Richard Brent. I went down 
the dusky avenues made by 
the towering trees, and my 
mood well-matched the primitive 
grimness of the scene. The approach 
to Dagon’s Cave is always dark, 
for the mighty 
branches and 
thick leaves shut 
out the sun, and 
now the somber- 
ness of my own 


Out of the past, 


there is Conan 








The horror beside the altar jerked up 
his head. 





the Dark 


E. Howard 


soul made the shadows seem more 
ominous and gloomy than was nat- 
ural, 

Not far away I heard the slow 
wash of the waves against the tall 
cliffs, but the sea itself was out of 
sight, masked by the dense oak 
forest. The dark- 
ness and the 
stark gloom of 
my surroundings 
gripped my shad- 
owed soul as I 


in Dagon’s Cave, 


of the reavers. 
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passed beneath the ancient branches 
—as I came out into a narrow glade 
and saw the mouth of the ancient 
cavern before me. I paused, scan- 
ning the cavern’s exterior and the 
dim reaches of the silent oaks. 

The man I hated had not come be- 
fore me! I was in time to carry out 
my grim intent. For a moment 
my resolution faltered, then like a 
wave there surged over me the fra- 
grance of Eleanor Bland, a vision 
of wavy golden hair and deep gray 
eyes, changing and mystic as the 
sea. I clenched my hands until the 
knuckles showed white, and _ in- 
stinctively touched the wicked 
snub-nosed revolver whose weight 
sagged my coat pocket. 

But for Richard Brent, I felt 
certain I had already won this wo- 
man, desire for whom made my 
waking hours a torment and my 
sleep a torture. Whom did she love? 
She would not say; I did not be- 
lieve she knew. Let one of us go 
away, I thought, and she would 
turn to the other. And I was going 
to simplify matters for her—and 
for myself. By chance I had over- 
heard my blond English rival re- 
mark that he intended coming to 
lonely Dagon’s Cave on an idle ex- 
ploring outing—alone. 

I am not by nature criminal. I 
was born and raised in a hard coun- 
try, and have lived most of my life 
on the raw edges of the world, 
where a man took what he wanted, 
if he could, and mercy was a virtue 
little known, But it was a torment 
that racked me day and night that 
sent me out to take the life of 
Richard Brent. I have lived hard, 
and violently, perhaps. When love 
overtook me, it also was fierce and 
violent. Perhaps I was not wholly 
sane, what with my love for Eleanor 
Bland and my hatred for Richard 
Brent. Under any other circum- 
stances, I would have been glad to 
call him friend—a fine, rangy, up- 
standing young fellow, clear-eyed 


and strong. But he stood in the way 
of my desire and he must die. 


STEPPED into the dimness of 
the cavern and halted. I had 
never before visited Dagon’s Cave, 
yet a vague sense of misplaced fa- 
miliarity troubled me as I gazed 
on the high arching roof, the even 
stone walls and the dusty floor. I 
shrugged my shoulders, unable to 
place the elusive feeling; doubtless 
it was evoked by a similarity to 
caverns in the mountain country of 
the American Southwest where I 
was born and spent my childhood. 
And yet I knew that I had never 
seen a cave like this one, whose reg- 
ular aspect gave rise to myths that 
it was not a natural cavern, but had 
been hewn from the solid rock ages 
ago by the tiny hands of the mys- 
terious Little People, the prehis- 
toric beings of British legend. The 
whole countryside thereabouts was 
a haunt for ancient folk lore. 

The country folk were predom- 
inantly Celtic; here the Saxon in- 
vaders had never prevailed, and the 
legends reached back, in that long 
settled countryside, further than 
anywhere else in England—back 
beyond the coming of the Saxons, 
aye, and incredibly beyond that dis- 
tant age, beyond the coming of the 
Romans, to those unbelievably an- 
cient days when the native Britons 
warred with black-haired Irish 
pirates. 

The Little People, of course, had 
their part in the lore. Legend said 
that this cavern was one of their 
last strongholds against the con- 
quering Celts, and hinted at lost 
tunnels, long fallen in or blocked 
up, connecting the cave with a net- 


work of subterranean’. corridors 
which honeycombed the hills. With 
these chance meditations vying 


idly in my mind with grimmer spec- 
ulations, I passed through the outer 
chamber of the cavern and entered 
a narrow tunnel, which, I knew by 
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former descriptions, connected with 
a larger room. 

It was dark in the tunnel, but not 
too dark for me to make out the 
vague, half-defaced outlines of mys- 
terious etchings on the stone walls. 
I ventured to switch on my electric 
torch and examine them more 
closely. Even in their dimness I was, 
repelled by their abnormal and re- 
volting character. Surely no men 
cast in human mold as we know it, 
scratched those grotesque obsceni- 
ties. 

The Little People—I wondered 
if those anthropologists were cor- 
rect in their theory of a squat Mon- 
goloid aboriginal race, so low in the 
scale of evolution as to be scarcely 
human, yet possessing a distinct, 
though repulsive culture of their 
own. They had vanished before the 
invading races, theory said, forming 
the base of all Aryan legends of 
trolls, elves, dwarfs and witches. 
Living in caves from the start, these 
aborigines had retreated farther and 
farther into the caverns of the hills, 
before the conquerors, vanishing at 
last entirely, though folk-lore fancy 
pictures their descendants _ still 
dwelling in the lost chasms far be- 
neath the hills, loathsome survivals 
of an outworn age. 

I snapped off the torch and 


passed through the tunnel, to come - 


out into a sort of doorway which 
seemed entirely too symmetrical to 
have been the work of nature. I was 
looking into a vast dim cavern, at 
a somewhat lower level than the 
outer chamber, and again I shud- 
dered with a strange alien sense of 
familiarity. A short flight of steps 
led down from the tunnel to the 
floor of the cavern—tiny steps, too 
small for normal human feet, carved 
into the solid stone. Their edges 
were greatly worn away, as if by 
ages of use. I started the descent— 
my foot slipped suddenly. I in- 
stinctively knew what was coming— 
it was all in part with that strange 


feeling of familiarity—but I could 
not catch myself. I fell headlong 
down the steps and struck the stone 
floor with a crash that blotted out 
my senses. ... 


LOWLY consciousness returned 

to me, with a throbbing of my 
head and a sensation of bewilder- 
ment. I lifted a hand to my head 
and found it caked with blood. I 
had received a blow, or had taken 
a fall, but so completely had my 
wits been knocked out of me that 
my mind was an absolute blank. 
Where I was, who I was, I did not 
know. I looked about, blinking in 
the dim light, and saw that I was in 
a wide, dusty cavern. I stood at 
the foot of a short flight of steps 
which led upward into some kind of 
tunnel. I ran my hand dazedly 
through my square-cut black mane, 
and my eyes wandered over my 
massive naked limbs and powerful 
torso. I was clad, I noticed ab- 
sently, in a sort of loin cloth, from 
the girdle of which swung an empty 
scabbard, and leathern sandals were 
on my feet. 

Then I saw an object lying at my 
feet, and stooped and took it up. It 
was a heavy iron sword, whose 
broad blade was darkly stained. My 
fingers fitted instinctively about its 
hilt with the familiarity of long 
usage. Then suddenly I remembe:ed 
and laughed to think that a fall on 
his head should render me, Conan 
of the reavers so completely daft. 
Aye, it all came back to me now. 
It had been a raid on the Britons, 
on whose coasts we continually 
swooped with torch and _ sword, 
from the island called Eireann. 
That day we of the black-haired 
Gael had swept suddenly down on 
a coastal village in our long, low 
ships and in the hurricane of battle 
which followed, the Britons had at 
last given up the stubborn contest 
and retreated, warriors, women and 
bairns, into the deep shadows of the 
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oak forests, whither we seldom 
dared follow. 

But I had followed, for there was 
a girl of my foes whom I desired 
with a burning passion, a lithe, 
slim young creature with wavy 
golden hair and deep gray eyes, 
changing and mystic as the sea. 
Her name was Tamera—well I knew 
it, for there was trade between the 
races as well as war, and I had 
been in the villages of the Britons 
as a peaceful visitor, in times of 
rare truce. 


SAW her white half-clad body 

flickering among the trees as 
she ran with the swiftness of a doe, 
and I followed, panting with fierce 
eagerness. Under the dark shadows 
of the gnarled oaks she fled, with 
me in close pursuit, while far away 
behind us died out the shouts of 
slaughter and the clashing of 
swords. Then we ran in silence, 
save for her quick labored panting, 
and I was so close behind her as 
we emerged into a narrow glade 
before a somber-mouthed cavern, 
that I caught her flying golden 
tresses with one mighty hand. She 
sank down with a despairing wail, 
and even so, a shout echoed her 
cry and I wheeled quickly to face 
a rangy young Briton who sprang 
from among the trees, the light of 
desperation in his eyes. 

“Vertorix!” the girl wailed, her 
voice breaking in a sob, and fiercer 
rage welled up in me, for I knew 
the lad was her lover. 

“Run for the forest, Tamera!” he 
shouted, and leaped at me as a 
panther leaps, his bronze ax whirl- 
ing like a flashing wheel about his 
head. And then sounded the clangor 
of strife and the hard-drawn pant- 
ing of combat. 

The Briton was as tall as I, but 
he was lithe where I was massive. 
‘The advantage of sheer muscular 
power was mine, and soon he was 
on the defensive, striving des- 


perately to parry my heavy strokes 
with his ax. Hammering on his 
guard like a smith on an anvil, I 
pressed him relentlessly, driving 
him irresistibly before me. His 
chest heaved, his breath came in 
labored gasps, his blood dripped 
from scalp, chest and thigh where 
my whistling blade had cut the 
skin, and all but gone home. As I 
redoubled my strokes and‘he bent 
and swayed beneath them like a 
sapling in a storm, I heard the girl 
cry: “Vertorix! Vertorix! The 
cave! Into the cave!” 

I saw his face pale with a fear 
greater than that induced by my 
hacking sword.. 

“Not there!” he gasped. “Better 
a clean death! In Il-marenin’s name, 
girl, run into the forest and save 
yourself!” 

“I will not leave you!” she cried. 
“The cave! It is our one chance!” 

I saw her flash past us like a 
flying wisp of white and vanish in 
the cavern, and with a despairing 
cry, the youth launched a wild des- 
perate stroke that nigh cleft my 
skull. As I staggered beneath the 
blow I had barely parried, he 
sprang away, leaped into the cavern 
after the girl and vanished in the 
gloom. 


ITH a maddened yell that 

invoked all my grim Gaelic 
gods, I sprang recklessly after 
them, not reckoning if the Briton 
lurked beside the entrance to brain 
me as I rushed in. But a quick 
glance showed the chamber empty 
and a wisp of white disappearing 
through a dark doorway in the back 
wall. 

I raced across the cavern and 
came to a sudden halt as an ax 
licked out of the gloom of the en- 
trance and whistled perilously close 
to my black-maned head. I gave 
back suddenly. Now the advantage 
was with Vertorix, who stood in 
the narrow mouth of the corridor 
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where I could hardly come at him 
without exposing myself to the dev- 
astating stroke of his ax. 

I was near frothing with fury 
and the sight of a slim white form 
among the deep shadows behind 
the warrior drove me into a frenzy. 
I attacked savagely but warily, 
thrusting venomously at my foe, 
and drawing back from his strokes. 
I wished to draw him out into a 
wide lunge, avoid it and run him 
through before he could recover 
his balance. In the open I could 
have beat him down by sheer power 
and heavy blows, but here I could 
only use the point and that at a dis- 
advantage; I always preferred the 
edge. But I was stubborn; if I 
could not come at him with a fin- 
ishing stroke, neither could he or 
the girl escape me while I kept 
him hemmed in the tunnel. 

It must have been the realization 
of this fact that prompted the girl’s 
action, for she said something to 
Vertorix about looking for a way 
leading out, and though he cried 
out fiercely forbidding her to ven- 
ture away into the darkness, she 
turned and ran swiftly down the 
tunnel to vanish in the dimness. 
My wrath rose appallingly and I 
nearly got my head split in my 
eagerness to bring down my foe be- 
fore she found a means for their 
escape. 

Then the cavern echoed with a 
terrible scream and Vertorix cried 
out like a man death-stricken, his 
face ashy in the gloom. He whirled, 
as if he had forgotten me and my 
sword, and raced down the tunnel 
like a madman, shrieking Tamera’s 
name. From far away, as if from 
the bowels of the earth, I seemed 
to hear her answering cry, mingled 
with a strange sibilant clamor that 
electrified me with nameless but 
instinctive horror. Then silence fell, 
broken only by Vertorix’s frenzied 
cries, receding farther and farther 
into the earth. 


ECOVERING myself I sprang 

into the tunnel and raced after 
the Briton as recklessly as he had 
run after the girl. And to give me 
my due, red-handed reaver though 
I was, cutting down my rival from 
behind was less in my mind than 
discovering what dread thing had 
Tamera in its clutches. 

As I ran along I noted absently 
that the sides of the tunnel were 
scrawled with monstrous pictures, 
and realized suddenly and creepily 
that this must be the dread Cavern 
of the Children of the Night, tales 
of which had crossed the narrow 
sea to resound horrifically in the 
ears of the Gaels. Terror of me 
must have ridden Tamera hard to 
have driven her into the cavern 
shunned by her people, where it 
was said, lurked the survivals of 
that grisly race which inhabited 
the land before the coming of the 
Picts and Britons, and which had 
fied before them into the unknown 
caverns of the hills. 

Ahead of me the tunnel opened 
into a wide chamber, and I saw the 
white form of Vertorix glimmer 
momentarily in the semidarkness 
and vanish in what appeared to be 
the entrance of a corridor opposite 
the mouth of the tunnel I had just 
traversed. Instantly there sounded 
a short, fierce shout and the crash 
of a hard-driven blow, mixed with 
the hysterical screams of a girl and 
a medley of serpentlike hissing that 
made my hair bristle. And at that 
instant I shot out of the tunnel, 
running at full speed, and realized 
too late the floor of the cavern lay 
several feet below the level of the 
tunnel. My flying feet missed the 
tiny steps and I crashed terrifically 
on the solid stone floor. 


OW as I stood in the semi- 
darkness, rubbing my aching 
head, all this came back to me, and 
I stared fearsomely across the vast 
chamber at that black cryptic cor- 


PEOPLE OF THE DARK 3 97 


ridor into which Tamera and her 
lover had disappeared, and over 
which silence lay like a _ pall. 
Gripping my sword, I warily 
crossed the great still cavern and 
peered into the corridor. Only a 
denser darkness met my eyes. I 
entered, striving to pierce the 
gloom, and as my foot slipped on 
a wide wet smear on the stone 
floor, the raw acrid scent of fresh- 
spilled blood met my nostrils. Some- 
one or something had died there, 
either the young Briton or his un- 
known attacker. 

I stood there uncertainly, all the 
supernatural fears that are the heri- 
tage of the Gael rising in my prim- 
itive soul. I could turn and stride 
out of these accursed mazes, into 
the clear sunlight and down to the 
clean blue sea where my comrades, 
no doubt, impatiently awaited me 
after the routing of the Britons. 
Why should I risk my life among 
these grisly rat dens? I was eaten 
with curiosity to know what manner 
of beings haunted the cavern, and 
who were called the Children of 
the Night by the Britons, but in 
it was my love for the yellow- 
haired girl which drove me down 
that dark tunnel—and love her I 
did, in my way, and would have 
been kind to her, had I carried her 
away to my island haunt. 

I walked softly along the corri- 
dor, blade ready. What sort of crea- 
tures the Children of the Night 
were, I had no idea, but the tales of 
the Britons had lent them a dis- 
tinctly inhuman nature. 

The darkness closed around me as 
I advanced, until I was moving in 
utter blackness. My groping left 
hand encountered a_ strangely 
carven doorway, and at that instant 
something hissed like a viper be- 
side me and slashed fiercely at my 
thigh. I struck back savagely and 
felt my blind stroke crunch home, 
and something fell at my feet and 
died. What thing I had slain in the 
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dark I could not know, but it must 
have been at least partly human 
because the shallow gash in my 
thigh had been made with a blade 
of some sort, and not by fangs or 
talons. And I sweated with horror, 
for the gods know, the hissing 
voice of the Thing had resembled 
no human tongue I had ever heard. 

And now in the darkness ahead 
of me I heard the sound repeated, 
mingled with horrible slitherings, 
as if numbers of reptilian creatures 
were approaching. I stepped quickly 
into the entrance my groping hand 
had discovered and came near re- 
peating my headlong fall, for ine 
stead of letting into another level 
corridor, the entrance gave onto a 
flight of dwarfish steps on which I 
floundered wildly. 

Recovering my balance I went on 
cautiously, groping along the sides 
of the shaft for support. I seemed 
to be descending into the very 
bowels of the earth, but I dared not 
turn back. Suddenly, far below me, 
I glimpsed a faint eery light. I went 
on, perforce, and came to a spot 
where the shaft opened into an- 
other great vaulted chambér; and 
I shrank back, aghast. 


N the center of the chamber 

stood a grim, black altar; it had 
been rubbed all over with a sort of 
phosphorous, so that it glowed 
dully, lending a semi-illumination 
to the shadowy cavern. Towering 
behind it on a pedestal of human 
skulls, lay a cryptic black object, 
carven with mysterious hieroglyph- 
ics. The Black Stone! The ancient, 
ancient Stone before which, the 
Britons said, the Children of the 
Night bowed in gruesome wor- 
ship, and whose origin was lost in 
the black mists of a hideously dis- 
tant past. Once, legend said, it had 
stood in that grim circle of mono- 
liths called Stonehenge, before its 
votaries had been driven like chaff 
before the bows of the Picts. 
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But I gave it but a passing, shud- 
dering glance. Two figures lay, 
bound with rawhide thongs, on the 
glowing black altar. One was Tam- 
era; the other was Vertorix, blood- 
stained and disheveled. His bronze 
ax, crusted with clotted blood, lay 
near the altar. And before the glow- 
ing stone squatted Horror. 

Though I had never seen one of 
those ghoulish aborigines, I knew 
this thing for what it was, and 
shuddered. It was a man of a sort, 
but so low in the stage of life that 
its distorted humanness was more 
horrible than its bestiality. 

Erect, it could not have been 
five feet in height. Its body was 
scrawny and deformed, its head 
disproportionately large. Lank 
snaky hair fell over a square in- 
human face with flabby writhing 
lips that bared yellow fangs, flat 
spreading nostrils and great yellow 
slant eyes. I knew the creature must 
be able to see in the dark as well 
as a cat. Centuries of skulking in 
dim caverns had lent the race ter- 
rible and inhuman attributes. But 
the most repellent feature was its 
skin: scaly, yellow and mottled, 
like the hide of a serpent. A loin- 
clout made of a real snake’s skin 
girt its lean loins, and its taloned 
hands gripped a short stone-tipped 
spear and a sinister-looking mallet 
of polished flint. 


O intently was it gloating over 

its captives, it evidently had not 
heard my stealthy descent. As I 
hesitated in the shadows of the 
shaft, far above me I heard a soft 
sinister rustling that chilled the 
blood in my veins. The Children 
were creeping down the shaft be- 
hind me, and I was trapped. I saw 
other entrances opening on the 
chamber, and I acted, realizing that 
an alliance with Vertorix was our 
only hope. Enemies though we 
were, we were men, cast in the 
same mold, trapped in the lair of 


these indescribable monstrosities. 

As I stepped from the shaft, the 
horror beside the altar jerked up 
his head and glared full at me. And 
as he sprang up, I leaped and he 
crumpled, blood spurting, as my 
heavy sword split his reptilian 
heart. But even as he died, he gave 
tongue in an abhorrent’. shriek 
which was echoed far up the shaft. 
In desperate haste I cut Vertorix’s 
bonds and dragged him to his feet. 
And I turned to Tamera, who in 
that dire extremity did not shrink 
from me, but looked up at me with 
pleading, terror-dilated eyes. Ver- 
torix wasted no time in words, re- 
alizing chance had made allies of 
us. He snatched up his ax as I freed 
the girl. 

“We can’t go up the shaft,” he 
explained swiftly; “we'll have the 
whole pack upon us quickly. They 
caught Tamera as she sought for 
an exit, and overpowered me by 
sheer numbers when I followed. 
They dragged us hither and all 
but that carrion scattered—bearing 
word of the sacrifice through all 
their burrows, I doubt not. II- 
marenin alone knows how many of 
my people, stolen in the night, have 
died on that altar. We must take 
our chance in one of these tunnels 
—all lead to hell! Follow me!” 


EIZING Tamera’s hand he ran 

fleetly into the nearest tunnel 
and I followed. A glance back into 
the chamber before a turn in the 
corridor blotted it from view 
showed a revolting horde stream- 
ing out of the shaft. The tunnel 
slanted steeply upward, and sud- 
denly ahead of us we saw a bar of 
gray light. But the next instant our. 
cries of hope changed to curses of 
bitter disappointment. There was 
daylight, aye, drifting in through 
a cleft in the vaulted roof, but far, 
far above our reach. Behind us the 
pack gave tongue exultingly. And I 
halted. 
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“Save yourselves if you can,” I 
growled. “Here I make my stand. 
They can see in the dark and I 
cannot. Here at least I can see 
them. Go!” 

But Vertorix halted also. “Little 
use to be hunted like rats to our 
doom. There is no escape. Let us 
meet our fate like men.” 

Tamera cried out, wringing her 
hands, but she clung to her lover. 

“Stand behind me with the girl,” 
I grunted. “When I fall, dash out 
her brains with your ax lest they 
take her alive again. Then sell your 
own life as high as you may, for 
there is none to avenge us.” 

His keen eyes met mine squarely. 

“We worship. different gods, 
reaver,’ he said, “but all gods love 
brave men. Mayhap we shall meet 
again, beyond the Dark.” 

“Hail and farewell, Briton!” I 
growled, and our right hands 
gripped like steel. 

“Hail and farewell, Gael!” 


ND I wheeled as a hideous 
ehorde swept up the tunnel 
and burst into the dim light, a fly- 
ing nightmare of streaming snaky 
hair, foam-flecked lips and glaring 
eyes. Thundering my war-cry I 
sprang to meet them and my heavy 
sword sang and a head spun 
grinning from its shoulder on an 
arching fountain of blood. They 
came upon me like a wave and the 
fighting madness of my race was 
upon me. I fought as a maddened 
beast fights and at every stroke I 
clove through flesh and bone, and 
blood spattered in a crimson rain. 
Then as they surged in and I 
went down beneath the sheer 
weight of their numbers, a fierce 
yell cut the din and Vertorix’s ax 
sang above me, splattering blood 
and brains like water. The press 
slackened and I staggered up, 
trampling the writhing bodies be- 
neath my feet. 
“A stair behind us!” the Briton 


was screaming. “Half hidden in an 
angle of the wall! It must lead to 
daylight! Up it, in the name of 
Il-marenin!” 

So we fell back, fighting our way 
inch by inch. The vermin fought 
like blood-hungry devils, clamber- 
ing over the bodies of the slain to 
screech and hack. Both of us were 
streaming blood at every step when 
we reached the mouth of the shaft, 
into which Tamera had preceded us. 

Screaming like very fiends the 
Children surged in to drag us down. 
The shaft was not as light as had 
been the corridor, and it grew 
darker as we climbed, but our foes 
could only come at us from in 
front. By the gods, we slaughtered 
them till the stair was littered 
with mangled corpses and_ the 
Children frothed like mad wolves! 
Then suddenly they abandoned the 
fray and raced back down the steps. 

“What portends this?” gasped 
Vertorix, shaking the bloody sweat 
from his eyes. 

“Up the shaft, quick!” I panted. 
“They mean to mount some other 
stair and come at us from above!” 

So we raced up those accursed 
steps, slipping and stumbling, and 
as we fled past a black tunnel that 
opened into the shaft, far down it 
we heard a frightful howling. An 
instant later we emerged from the 
shaft into a winding corridor, dimly 
illumined by a vague gray light fil- 
tering in from above, and some- 
where in the bowels of the earth 
I seemed to hear the thunder of 
rushing water. We started down the 
corridor and as we did so, a heavy 
weight smashed on my shoulders, 
knocking me _ headlong, and a 
mallet crashed again and again on 
my head, sending dull red flashes 
of agony across my brain. With a 
volcanic wrench I dragged my at- 
tacker off and under me, and tore 
out his throat with my naked fin- 
gers. And his fangs met in my arm 
in his death-bite. 
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EELING up, I saw that Tam- 

era and Vertorix had passed 
out of sight. I had been somewhat 
behind them, and they had run on, 
knowing nothing of the fiend which 
had leaped on my shoulders. Doubt- 
less they thought I was still close 
on their heels. A dozen steps I took, 
then halted. The corridor branched 
and I knew not which way my com- 
panions had taken. At blind ven- 
ture I turned into the left-hand 
branch, and staggered on in the 
semidarkness. I was weak from fa- 
tigue and loss of blood, dizzy and 
sick from the blows I had received. 
Only the thought of Tamera kept 
me doggedly on my feet. Now dis- 
tinctly I heard the sound of an un- 
seen torrent. 

That I was not far underground 
was evident by the dim light which 
filtered in from somewhere above, 
and I momentarily expected to come 
upon another stair. But when I did, 
I halted in black despair; instead 
of up, it led down. Somewhere far 
behind me I heard faintly the howls 
of the pack, and I went down, 
plunging into utter darkness. At 
last I struck a level and went along 
blindly. I had given up all hope 
of escape, arid only hoped to find 
Tamera—if she and her lover had 
not found a way of escape—and ‘die 
with her. The thunder of rushing 
water was above my head now, and 
the tunnel was slimy and dank. 
Drops of moisture fell on my head 
and I knew I was passing under the 
river. 

Then I blundered again upon 
steps cut in the stone, and these 
led upward. I scrambled up as fast 
as my stiffening wounds would 
allow—and I had taken punishment 
enough to have killed an ordinary 
man. Up I went and up, and _ sud- 
denly daylight burst on me through 
a cleft in the solid rock. I stepped 
into the blaze of the sun. I was 
standing on a ledge high above the 
rushing waters of a river which 
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raced at awesome speed between 
towering cliffs. The ledge on which 
I stood was close to the top of the 
cliff; safety was within arm’s 
length. But I hesitated and such 
was my love for the golden-haired 
girl that I was ready to retrace my 
steps through those black tunnels 
on te mad hope of finding her. 
Then I started, 


CROSS the river I saw another 

cleft in the cliff-wall which 
fronted me, with a ledge similar to 
that on which I stood, but longer. 
In olden times, I doubt not, some 
sort of primitive bridge connected 
the two ledges—possibly before the 
tunnel was dug beneath the river- 
bed. Now as I watched, two figures 
emerged upon that other ledge— 
one gashed, dust-stained, limping, 
gripping a bloodstained ax; the 
other slim, white and girlish. 

Vertorix and Tamera! They had 
taken the other branch of the cor- 
ridor at the fork and had evidently 
followed the windows of the tunnel 
to emerge as I had done, except 
that I had taken the left turn and 
passed clear under the river. And 
now I saw that they were in a trap. 
On that side the cliffs rose half a 
hundred feet higher than on my 
side of the river, and so sheer a 
spider could scarce have scaled 
them. There were only two ways of 
escape from the ledge: back through 
the fiend-haunted tunnels, or straight 
down to the river which raved far 
beneath. 

I saw Vertorix look up the sheer, 
cliffs and then down, and shake his 
head in despair. Tamara put her 
arms about his neck, and though 
I could not hear their voices for 
the rush of the river, I saw them 
smile, and then they went together 
to the edge of the ledge. And out 
of the cleft swarmed a loathsome 
mob, as foul reptiles writhe up out 
of the darkness, and they stood 
blinking in the sunlight like the 
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night-things they were. I gripped 
my sword-hilt in the agony of my 
helplessness until the blood trickled 
from under my finger-nails. Why 
had not the pack followed me in- 
stead of my companions? 

The Children hesitated an in- 
stant as the two Britons faced 
them, then with a laugh Vertorix 
hurled his ax far out into the rush- 
ing river, and turning, caught Tam- 
era in a last embrace. Together 
they sprang far out, and still locked 
in each other’s arms, hurtled down- 
ward, struck the madly foaming 
water that seemed to leap up to 
meet them, and vanished. And the 
wild river swept on like a blind, 
insensate monster, thundering along 
the echoing cliffs. 

A moment I stood frozen, then 
like a man in a dream I turned, 
caught the edge of the cliff above 
me and wearily drew myself up 
and over, and stood on my feet 
above the cliffs, hearing like a dim 
dream the roar of the river far be- 
neath. 


REELED up, dazedly clutching 

my throbbing head, on which 
dried blood was clotted. I glared 
wildly about me. I had clambered 
the cliffs—no, by the thunder of 
Crom, I was still in the cavern! I 
reached for my sword— 

The mists faded and I stared 
about dizzily, orienting myself with 
space and time. I stood at the foot 
of the steps down which I had 
fallen. I who had been Conan the 
reaver, was John O’Brien. Was all 
that grotesque interlude a dream? 
Could a mere dream appear so 
vivid?: Even in dreams, we often 
know we are dreaming, but Conan 
the reaver had no cognizance of 
any other existence. More, he re- 
membered his own past life as a 
living man remembers, though in 
the waking mind of John O’Brien, 
that memory faded into dust and 
mist. But the adventures of Conan 
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in the Cavern of the Children stood 
clear-etched in the mind of John 
O’Brien. 

I glanced across the dim chamber 
toward the entrance of the tunnel 
into which Vertorix had followed 
the girl. But I looked in vain, 
seeing only the bare blank wall of 
the cavern. I crossed the chamber, 
switched on my electric torch— 
miraculously unbroken in my fall— 
and felt along the wall. 

Ha! I started, as from an elec- 
tric shock! Exactly where the en- 
trance should have been, my fingers 
detected a difference in material, 
a section which was rougher than 
the rest of the wall. I was con- 
vinced that it was of comparatively 
modern workmanship; the tunnel 
had been walled up. 

I thrust against it, exerting all 
my strength, and it seemed to me 
that the section was about to give. 
I drew back, and taking a deep 
breath, launched my full weight 
against it, backed by all the power 
of my giant muscles. The brittle, 
decaying wall gave way with a 
shattering crash and I catapulted 
through in a shower of stones and 
falling masonry. 

I scrambled up, a sharp cry es- 
caping me. I stood in a tunnel, and 
I could not mistake the feeling 
of similarity this time. Here Ver- 
torix had first fallen foul of the 
Children, as they dragged Tamera 
away, and here where I now stood 
the floor had been a-wash with 
blood. 

I walked down the corridor 
like a man in a trance. Soon I 
should ‘come to the doorway on 
the left—aye, there it was, the 
strangely carven portal, at the 
mouth of which I had slain the 
unseen being which reared up in the 
dark beside me. I shivered momen- 
tarily. Could it be possible that 
remnants of that foul race still 
lurked hideously in these remote 
caverns? 
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TURNED into the doorway and 

my light shone down a long, 
slanting shaft, with tiny steps 
cut into the solid stone. Down 
these had Conan the reaver gone 
groping and down them went I, 
John O’Brien, with memories of 
that other life filling my brain 
with vague phantasms. No light 
glimmered ahead of me but I came 
into the great dim chamber I had 
known of yore, and I shuddered as 
I saw the grim black altar etched 
in the gleam of my torch. Now no 
bound figures writhed there, no 
crouching horror gloated before it. 
Nor did the pyramid of skulls sup- 
port the Black Stone before which 
unknown races had bowed before 
Egypt was born out of time’s dawn. 
Only a littered heap of dust lay 
strewn where the skulls had upheld 
the hellish thing. No, that had been 
no dream: I was John O’Brien, 
but I had been Conan of the reavers 
in that other life, and that grim in- 
terlude a brief episode of reality 
which I had relived. 

I entered the tunnel down which 
we had fled, shining a beam of light 
ahead, and saw the bar of gray 
light drifting down from above— 
just as in that other, lost age. Here 
the Briton and I, Conan, had turned 
at bay. I turned my eyes from the 
ancient cleft high up in the vaulted 
roof, and looked for the stair. There 
it was, half concealed by an angle 
in the wall. 

I mounted, remembering how 
hardly Vertorix and I had gone up 
so many ages before, with the horde 
hissing and frothing at our heels. 
I found myself tense with dread as 
I approached the dark, gaping en- 
trance through which the pack had 
sought to cut us off. I had snapped 
off the light when I came into the 
dim-lit corridor below, and now I 
glanced into the well of blackness 
which opened on the stair. And 
with a cry I started back, nearly 
losing my footing on the worn 
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steps. Sweating in the semidarkness 
I switched on the light and directed 
its beam into the cryptic opening, 
revolver in hand. 

I saw only the bare rounded sides 
of a small shaftlike tunnel and I 
laughed nervously. My imagination 
was running riot; I could have 
sworn that hideous yellow eyes 
glared terribly at me from the 
darkness, and that a crawling some- 
thing had scuttered away down the 
tunnel. I was foolish to let these 
imaginings upset me. The Children 
had long vanished from these cav- 
erns; a nameless and abhorrent race 
closer to the serpent than the man, 
they had centuries ago faded back 
into the oblivion from which they 
had crawled in the black dawn ages 
of the earth. 


CAME out of the shaft into the 

winding corridor, which, as I 
remembered of old, was lighter. 
Here from the shadows a lurking 
thing had leaped on my back while 
my companions ran on, unknowing. 
What a brute of a man Conan had 
been, to keep going after receiving 
such savage wounds! Aye, in that 
age all men were iron. 

I came to the place where the 
tunnel forked and as before I took 
the left-hand branch and came to 
the shaft that led down. Down this 
I went,. listening for the roar of 
the river, but not hearing it. Again 
the darkness shut in about the 
shaft, so I was forced to have re- 
course to my electric torch again, 
lest I lose my footing and plunge 
to my death. Oh, I, John O’Brien, 
am not nearly so sure-footed as 
was I, Conan the reaver; no, nor as 
tigerishly powerful and _ quick, 
either. 

I soon struck the dank lower 
level and felt again the dampness 
that denoted my position under the 
river-bed, but still I could not hear 
the rush of the water. And indeed 
I knew that whatever mighty river 
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had rushed roaring to the sea in 
those ancient times, there was no 
such body of water among the hills 
today. I halted, flashing my light 
about. I was in a vast tunnel, not 
very high of roof, but broad. Other 
smaller tunnels branched off from 
it and I wondered at the network 
which apparently honeycombed the 
hills. 


I cannot describe the grim, 
gloomy effect of those dark, low- 
roofed corridors far below the 


earth. Over all hung an overpower- 
ing sense of unspeakable antiquity. 
Why had the little people carved 
out these mysterious crypts, and in 
which black age? Were these cav- 
erns their last refuge from the on- 
rushing tides of humanity, or their 
castles since time immemorial? I 
shook my head in bewilderment; 
the bestiality of the Children I had 
seen, yet somehow they had been 
able to carve these tunnels and 
chambers that might balk modern 
engineers, Even supposing they had 
but completed a task begun by na- 
ture, still it was a stupendous work 
for a race of dwarfish aborigines. 


HEN I realized with a start 
that I was spending more time 
in these gloomy tunnels than I 
cared for, and began to hunt for the 
steps by which Conan had ascended. 
I found them and, following them 
up, breathed again deeply in relief 
as the sudden glow of daylight 
filled the shaft. I came out upon the 
ledge, now worn away until it was 
little more than a bump on the face 
of the cliff. And I saw the great 
river, which had roared like a pris- 
oned monster between the sheer 
walls of its narrow canyon, had 
dwindled away with the passing 
eons until it was no more than a 
tiny stream, far beneath me, trick- 
ling soundlessly among the stones 
on its way to the sea. 
Aye, the surface of the earth 
changes; the rivers swell or shrink, 
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the mountains heave and topple, 
the lakes dry up, the continents 
alter; but under the earth the work 
of lost, mysterious hands slumbers 
untouched by the sweep of Time. 
Their work, aye, but what of the 
hands that reared that work? Did 
they, too, lurk beneath the bosoms 
of the hills? 

How long I stood there, lost in 
dim speculations, I do not know, 
but suddenly, glancing across at 
the other ledge, crumbling and 
weathered, I shrank back into the 
entrance behind me. Two figures 
came out upon the ledge and I 
gasped to see that they were 
Richard Brent and Eleanor Bland. 
Now I remembered why I had come 
to the cavern and my hand instinc- 
tively sought the revolver in my 
pocket. They did not see me. But 
I could see them, and hear them 
plainly, too, since no roaring river 
now thundered between the ledges. 

“By gad, Eleanor,” Brent was 
saying, “I’m glad you decided to 
come with me. Who would have 
guessed there was anything to those 
old tales about hidden tunnels lead- 
ing from the cavern? I wonder how 
that section of wall came to col- 
lapse? I thought I heard a crash 
just as we entered the outer cave. 
Do you suppose some beggar was 
in the cavern ahead of us, and broke 
it in?” 

“I don’t know,” she answered. 
“I remember—oh, I don’t know. It 
almost seems as if I’d been here 
before, or dreamed I had. I seem 
to faintly remember, like a far-off 
nightmare, running, running, 
running endlessly through these 
dark corridors with hideous crea- 
tures on my heels... .” 

“Was I there?” jokingly asked 
Brent. 

“Yes, and John, too,” she an- 
swered. “But you were not Richard 
Brent, and John was not John 
O’Brien. No, and I was not Eleanor 
Bland, either. Oh, it’s so dim and 
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far-off I can’t describe it at all. 
It’s hazy and misty and terrible.” 
“I understand, a little,” he said 
unexpectedly. “Ever since we came 
to the place where the wail had 
fallen and revealed the old tunnel, 
I’ve had a sense of familiarity with 
the place. There was horror and 
danger and battle—and love, too.” 


E stepped nearer the edge to. 


look down in the gorge, and 
Eleanor cried out sharply and sud- 
denly, seizing him in a convulsive 
grasp. 

“Don’t, Richard, don’t! Hold me, 
oh, hold me tight!” 

He caught her in his arms. “Why, 
Eleanor, dear, what’s the matter?” 

“Nothing,” she faltered, but she 
clung closer to him and I saw she 
was trembling. “Just a strange feel- 
ing—rushing dizziness and fright, 
just as if I were falling from a 
great height. Don’t go near the 
edge, Dick; it scares me.” 

“I won’t, dear,” he answered, 
drawing her closer to him, and con- 
tinuing hesitantly: “Eleanor, there’s 
something I’ve wanted to ask you 
for a long time—well, I haven’t the 
knack of putting things in an ele- 
gant way. I love you, Eleanor; al- 
ways have. You know that. But if 
you don’t love me, I'll take myself 
off and won’t annoy you any more. 


Only please tell me one way or an- 


other, for I can’t stand it any 
longer. Is it I or the American?” 

“You, Dick,” she answered, hid- 
ing her face on his shoulder. “It’s 
always been you, though I didn’t 
know it. I think a great deal of 
John O’Brien. I didn’t know which 
of you I really loved. But to-day 
as we came through those terrible 
tunnels and climbed those fearful 
stairs, and just now, when I thought 
for some strange reason we were 
falling from the ledge, I realized it 
was you I loved—that I always 
loved you, through more lives than 
this one. Always!” 
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Their lips met and I saw her 
golden head cradled on his shoul- 
der. My lips were dry, my heart 
cold, yet my soul was at peace, 
They belonged to each other. Eons 
ago they lived and loved, and be- 
cause of that love they suffered and 
died. And I, Conan, had driven 
them to that doom. 

I saw them turn toward the cleft, 
their arms about each other, then 
I heard Tamera—I mean Eleanor 
—shriek, I saw them both recoil. 
And out of the cleft a horror came 
writhing, a loathsome, brain-shat- 
tering thing that blinked in the 
clean sunlight. Aye, I knew it of 
old—vestige of a forgotten age, it 
came writhing its horrid shape up 
out of the darkness of the Earth 
and the lost past to claim its own. 


HAT three thousand years 

of retrogression can do to a 

race hideous in the beginning, I 
saw, and shuddered. And instinc- 
tively I knew that in all the world 
it was the only one of its kind, a 
monster that had lived on. God 
alone knows how many centuries, 
wallowing in the slime of its dank 
subterranean lairs. Before the 
Children had vanished, the race 
must have lost all human semblance, 
living as they did, the life of the 
reptile. This thing was more like a 
giant serpent than anything else, 
but it had aborted legs and snaky 
arms with hooked talons. It crawled 
on its belly, writhing back mottled 
lips to bare needlelike fangs, which 
I felt must drip with venom. It 
hissed as it reared up its ghastly 
head on a horribly long neck, while 
its yellow slanted eyes glittered 
with all the horror that is spawned 
in the black lairs under the earth. 
I knew those eyes had blazed at 
me from the dark tunnel opening 
on the stair. For some reason the 


creature had fled from me, possibly 


because it feared my light, and it 
stood to reason that it was the only 
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one remaining in the caverns, else 
I had been set upon in the darkness. 
But for it, the tunnels could be 
traversed in safety. 

Now the reptilian thing writhed 
toward the humans trapped on the 
ledge. Brent had thrust Eleanor be- 
hind him and stood, face ashy, to 
guard her as best he could. And I 
gave thanks silently that I, John 
O’Brien, could pay the debt I, 
Conan the reaver, owed these lovers 
since long ago. 
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The monster reared up and Brent, 
with cold courage, sprang to meet 
it with his naked hands. Taking 
quick aim, I fired once. The shot 
echoed like the crack of doom be- 
tween the towering cliffs, and the 
Horror, with a hideously human 
scream, staggered wildly, swayed 
and pitched headlong, knotting and 
writhing like a wounded python, to 
tumble from the sloping ledge and 
fall plummetlike to the rocks far 
below. 





The Departing Soul 


At™ over the world, in scores of coun- 
tries, the belief has been held that the 
soul takes its departure from a dying 
body in the form of a wisp of smoke or 
fog. It is so described in the Iliad; after 
the spirit of Patrocius has visited Achilles 
in his dream, it takes its departure by 
entering the ground as smoke. In the far 
north, long years later, it is recorded that 
the soul of Beowulf the Goth “curled to 
the clouds,” imaging the smoke which was 
curling up from his pyre. Jacob Boehme, 
the celebrated mystic, observed: “Seeing 
that man is so very earthly...he always 
supposeth that the soul—at the deceasing 
of the body—goeth only out at the mouth, 
and he understandeth nothing concerning 
its deep essences above the elements. 
When he seeth a blue vapor go forth out 
of the mouth of a dying man, then he 
supposeth that is the soul.” 

The same conception is still extensively 
believed over Europe, and the Russian 
peasant has often seen ghostly smoke 
hovering above graves. The Kaffirs hold 
that at death man leaves after him a sort 
of smoke, “very like the shadow which 
his living body will always cast before it.” 
The hero in the Arabian romance of Yokd- 
nan, who seeks the source of life and 
thought, discovers in one of the cavities 
of the heart a bluish vapor—the living 
soul. Among primitive races the original 
idea of the human soul seems to have 
been that of vaporous materiality, an idea 
which still holds a large place in certain 
philosophies, and which in one shape or 
another is always in ghost stories. 

The supposed escape of the soul from 
the mouth at death gave rise to the idea 
that the vital principle might be trans- 
ferred from one person to another. Among 
the Seminoles of Florida, when a woman 
died in childbirth, the infant was held over 
her face to receive her parting spirit. Al- 
gonquin women, desirous of becoming 
mothers, used to flock to the bed of those 
about to die, in the hope that they might 


receive the last breath as it passed from 
the body. To this day the Tyrolese peas- 
ant believes that a good man’s soul issues 
from his mouth at death in the form of a 
little white cloud. 

In order that the soul may not be 
checked in its onward course after leav- 
ing the body, it has in many countries 
been the practice among rural folk to un- 
fasten locks or bolts, and to open doors. 
This is not uncommon in France, Spain, 
Germany, and England. The same idea is 
behind the Chinese custom of making a 
hole in the roof when death is near. The 
North American Indian of former days 
would beat the sides of a wigwam con- 
taining a dying man, to drive the soul out 
through the top. 

There is a widespread notion that the 
spirit will linger in the body of a child a 
long time when the parent refuses to leave 
the bedside. In Denmark one must not 
weep over the dying, especially not allow 
tears to fall on them, for it will hinder 
their resting peacefully in the grave. In 
some parts of Holland, when a child is at 
the point of death, it is customary to 
shade it with curtains from the sight of 
its parents, it being thought that the soul 
will be detained in the body so long as a 
compassionate eye is fixed upon it. 

he presence of pigeon or game feathers 
is sometimes said to be a hindrance to 
the escape of the soul; and occasionally, 
to hasten its departure, peasants have lain 
a dying man on the floor. A Sussex nurse 
once told the wife of a clergyman that 
“never did she see anyone die so hard as 
Master Short; and at last she thought... 
that there must be game feathers in the 
bed. So she tried to pull the mattress from 
under him; but he was a heavy man, and 
she could not manage it alone, and there 
was no one with him but herself, and so 
she got a rope and tied it round him, and 
pulled him right off the bed, and he went 
off in a minute quite comfortable, just 
like a lamb.” 






“Standing in the corner was a man’s 
figure.” 
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i Exile 





By Paul Ernst 


HE fact that I hadn’t heard 

the man come into the room 

is not to be wondered at. 

Living on the third floor of 
a hotel in one of the noisiest spots 
in the city, I can scarcely hear my 
own footsteps sometimes. Besides, 
I was tired out from a strenuous 
day; and I may have dozed for a 
few moments over 
my book. 

Nevertheless, it 
was with a start 
that I suddenly 
looked up to find I had a visitor. 
And such a visitor! 

Before me, standing in the gloom 
just outside the circle of light cast 
by my reading lamp, was one of the 
tallest men I had ever seen. And 
one of the thinnest. Like a human 
tent-pole he stood there, with a 
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Who was the grotesque stranger— 


a maniac or the teller of an in- 
credible truth? 





voluminous topcoat billowing loose- 
ly over his thin frame in a tent- 
like way that completed the simile. 
The fact that he should wear a coat 
was in itself remarkable, for it was 
a roasting hot summer night. Why 
a man should bundle himself up 
as this one did, was certainly be- 
yond my comprehension. 
Thecollarofthe 
coat was drawn 
up, and the brim 
of his black felt 
hat was pulled 
down so that all I could see of his 
face were his eyes, gleaming like 
live coals. The coat swelled hugely 
over his chest, as though a bundle 
was concealed under his coat; and 
this protrusion gave him the ap- 
pearance of a grotesque, stoop- 
shouldered pouter-pigeon. 
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“Hello!” I exclaimed. “How did 
you get in here?” A silly question. 
Obviously he had walked in, On 
hot nights I often leave my door 
on the latch, and he could have 
done so easily. But I was taken so 
unawares, so oddly disturbed by 
something about the look of him, 
that I could speak only nonsense. 

He said nothing, but just stared 
at me with his gleaming eyes. 

“I didn’t hear you come in,” I 
went on. 


TILL he made no reply, merely 

gazing at me out of those 
piercing eyes and standing before 
me in the gloom, this stoop-shoul- 
dered pouter-pigeon of a man. I 
wondered what was in the big 
bundle concealed over his chest. 

“What do you want?” I demanded 
then, annoyed at his crazy silence, 
and disquieted by his eyes. In my 
work as a reporter I have had to 
do several times with people men- 
tally unbalanced; and I didn’t half 
like the glints in those unblinking 
eyes. “What do you want?” I re- 
peated. 

Now at last, he spoke. 

“I want to tell you a story,” he 
said, 

His voice was most peculiar. He 
treated the English in a way un- 
familiar to me. Not as a foreigner 
would, with a broad accent; but as 
a man might who had _ seldom 
spoken at all, in any language. His 
voice was thick and creaky, and 
his tongue formed syllables as 
though it had been made of wood. 
A dumb man, who had but recently 
learned to talk, might have spoken 
as this man did. 

At his peculiar answer, my an- 
noyance and disquiet increased. At 
two o’clock in the morning a man 
you’ve never seen before in your 
life comes into your room, and, at 
your repeated demands as to what 
he wants, says he wants to tell you 
a story! 
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The fellow moved closer and I 
noticed that he was unsteady on his 
long legs. I saw that he was fright- 
fully emaciated from some illness; 
it couldn’t have been from starva- 
tion, for the excellence of his top- 
coat indicated a well-lined purse. 
And then I saw his hands. 

Long, thin, with talon-like fingers, 
they were more closely covered 
with hair than any human hands 
I’d ever seen before. And the hair 
was peculiar. It was fine, close- 
set, more like fur than hair. 

He saw me gazing at them, and 
abruptly thrust them into the 
pockets of his coat. 

“This is to be a long story,” he 
said, in that curious, muffled voice 
of his. “May I sit down?” He moved 
uncertainly toward a chair. 

“Certainly, sit down,” I replied. 
I started up to help him, but he 
waved me away as though fearful 
of my touch. 

E seated himself, sighed 
deeply, and began: 

“I want to tell you this story 
because you are a writer and may 
be able to get it before the, public 
eye. Publicity! It is the only way 
I can think of to have justice done. 
I cannot go to the police. They 
would laugh at me. Publicity is 
the only answer—and even that may 
be useless... .” 

He sighed again, the manner of 
which struck me as very odd. I 
mean, he sighed for so long a time. 
For seconds on end the air was ex- 
haled steadily from his lungs, and 
still it issued forth. It is hard to 
convey the queerness of it. Draw 
into your own lungs as much air 
as you can, Exhale it as slowly as 
you can, till it is all gone. Multiply 
by three the number of seconds 
your exhalation endured, and you 
will have about the length of time 
this man’s sigh lasted. 

A trivial thing to mention, yet I 
can’t describe how the oddity of it 
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struck me. It indicated, you see, 
that the big bundle that swelled 
out his coat over his chest, was 
not a bundle at all—but the chest 
itself! And who ever saw, particu- 
larly on a thin and narrow shoul- 
dered man, a chest measuring some 
seventy inches around? 

“Uncover your typewriter, please, 
and take down my story,” was my 
bizarre visitor’s demand. “I’ll speak 
slowly so you can get it all.” 

Now this seemed unbearably high- 
handed. My expression must have 
showed that I was about to protest. 
The man’s eyes gleamed more 
brightly. His hands, thrust in his 
coat pockets, moved a little as 
though they had been convulsively 
clenched. 

“Take down my story!” he said, 


his voice very harsh now. “Quickly! _ 


I have little time left me here!” 

By now I was thoroughly con- 
vinced, naturally, that I was dealing 
with a lunatic. It became a question 
of humoring him till I could make 
up an excuse for telephoning, and 
call for help. I moved to the card 
table on which my typewriter was 
resting, and sat down before it. 

He began to dictate, abruptly, 
without preliminaries, as a man 
might wander into a public stenog- 
rapher’s office, dictate a letter, only 
to wander casually out again with 
no explanations of any kind. 


is Y name,” he began, “is well 
known to you. But I will 

not reveal it till later. You wouldn’t 

believe me if I told you now. 

“My story has to do with a 
theft as incredible as it is horrible, 
by a thief that no detectives could 
ever run down; that no power save 
aroused public opinion can ever 
bring to justice. 

“It began two days ago, when I 
was a young man with a healthy, 
athletic body, a fortune with which 
to indulge it, and not a care on 
earth.” 
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I started, here, and gazed in 
amazement at my mad _ visitor. 
Young? He looked to be at least 
sixty! Athletic body? He was as 
emaciated as death, with his skinny 
shoulders stooped as though with 
the weight of whatever it was that 
bulged out the breast of his coat 
so far! I calculated the distance to 
the telephone stand, decided I 
couldn’t reach it without a fight 
that might be disastrous to his 
feeble old frame, and resumed my 
typing. My visitor went on: 

“Two days ago, almost to the 
hour, I got my first indication of 
the change that was to come swiftly 
and fatally into my life. Two short 
days ago! In those forty-eight 
hours I passed from life to death, 
from sane health to mad dissolu- 
tion, ... But I'll try to keep from 
wandering, George, and give you 
this as it all happened.” 

Again I started with amazement. 
This queer stranger knew my name 
and used it intimately, yet I knew 
I’d never seen him before. But I 
did not interrupt his narrative. 


“WT WAS sitting alone in the bed- 

room of my apartment in town 
when it happened—this first step 
in the change that was to be mine. 
I had dismissed my man for the 
night, and was smoking a last ciga- 
rette before getting into bed and 
snapping off the lights. At my feet 
lay my dog, Flix, his eyes half 
shut and his tail thumping the 
floor occasionally when I let my 
hand slide down over the arm of 
my chair to touch his head. 

“The first thing I noticed was 
that it had suddenly become very 
quiet. Amazingly quiet for the city. 
It was as though a shell of silence 
had been drawn around that room, 
shutting out the sounds of late 
traffic, making the quiet so intense 
that it almost hurt. 

“Wondering a little at it, I put 
out my cigarette, and started to 
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rise from my chair. But I sank back 
into it again as my eyes happened 
to rest on Flix, at my feet. 

“The dog, of a sudden, was acting 
very queerly. His head had jerked 
up as though on a string. His eyes, 
wide and alert, were staring into a 
dark corner of the room, as though 
they saw something I could not see. 

“Even as I watched, a phosphor- 
escent greenish glare came into 
those eyes. His lips twitched back 
from his fangs and a low growl 
sounded deep in his throat. Slowly 
he got up and stood, trembling 
slightly, while his eyes continued 
to probe the darkened corner. 

“Perplexedly, I, too, stared at the 
corner. There was absolutely noth- 
ing to be seen. It was only dimly 
lit by the reading light above my 
head; but it was illuminated enough 
to show there was nothing there. 
Nothing! 

““What’s up, Flix?’ I murmured, 
patting the dog’s head. To my 
astonishment he moved away from 
my hand as though not recognizing 
its touch, and growled louder as 
he shrank back from the empty 
corner. There were minute whitish 
flecks on his jaws now. 


“ENTILL I had no warning pre- 

monition of the tremendous 
thing that was about to happen. 
It had been a hot day; Flix’s coat 
is furry; the heat might have af- 
fected him. Vowing to clip him 
next morning, I got up and opened 
the bedroom door and ordered him 
out of the room. The corridor was 
cooler, anyway; and out there he 
wouldn’t disturb my sleep by snar- 
ling feverishly at imaginary bur- 
glars all night. 

“He slunk out, and I got into 
bed. For one more moment I gazed 
at the corner that had held Flix’s 
attention. In that moment a distinct 
feeling of uneasiness, of ill-being, 
came over me. But I ignored it, 
and turned out the lights. 
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“However, sleep would not come. 
Wakefully I tossed, and watched 
the sinking moon send its slanting 
rays more and more levelly in 
through my window. The feeling of 
disquiet grew within me till, for 
no reason whatever that I could 
think of, I was in the grip of 
actual horror. 

“I was, I admit, in the unreason- 
ing frame of mind where a man 
can see and hear anything. Had I 
never again seen and heard what 
happened a moment later, I’d have 
gone to my death thinking it was 
only the product of imagination. 

“My eyes had continually strayed 
to that corner, now sunk in black- 
ness unpenetrated by the moonlight. 
And now it seemed they rested on 
other eyes. A pair of eyes that 
peered from the gloom about six 
feet from the floor, where the eyes 
of a tall man might be—if, of 
course, there had been a man there. 

“Increasingly apparent, the eyes 
became. Now I could see them 
clearly enough to read their ex- 
pression—or it seemed I could. And 
the expression was one blended of 
desperation and invincible purpose. 
Furthermore, the eyes were red! 

“Red eyes! I don’t mean they 
were blood-shot. The whites were 
clear rings around the pupils. The 
pupils themselves were red. Red 
as fire; red as crimson glass beads. 


‘‘F STARED into those red eyes 
as though hypnotized, unable 
to make a move or a sound. Spell- 
bound. I’ve often heard that word 
used. I know now what it means! 
“And then I began to make out 
a shadowy background for the eyes: 
a human seeming head; a tall, dim 
body. All seemed to materialize out 
of empty air as though conjured 
up by my fancy. 

“I lay there, breathless, staring 
at the shadowy head in which were 
set those burning, fire-red eyes, 
glinting with desperate purpose. 
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From the street, seeming to pen- 
etrate with difficulty the shell of 
silence drawn around the room, 
came the single toot of a motor 
horn. Its prosaic sound seemed but 
to intensify the reality of the im- 
possible vision growing ever clearer 
before my gaze. 

“Now I fought with the helpless- 
ness that bound my muscles. I 
struggled to get out of bed, to 
spring to the corner and come to 
grips with this inhuman thing—or 
prove to myself that there was 
nothing there after all. 

“I couldn’t move a finger. And 
as I lay there, with my heart 
thumping in my breast and cold 
sweat standing out on my forehead, 
I distinctly heard a low, soft sigh. 
A voice came to my ears: 

““Go to sleep. I will you go to 
sleep.’ 

“At that a film seemed to gather 
before me, The red, red eyes faded 
into far distances. The flooding 
moonlight went dark. Swiftly, 
against all the protest of my quiver- 
ing senses, I did go to sleep! It 
was as though I’d been chloro- 
formed. 

“I couldn’t have been sunk long 
in that unearthly sleep. Five 
minutes, perhaps. For when my eyes 
jerked open again the moon’s rays 
had slanted very little lower. 


‘WT WAS waked by the sound of 
my own voice. And for an in- 
stant, in a helpless sort of doze, 
I floated in a half-slumber where 
I could hear strange words coming 
from my own lips as though I 
were another person standing off at 
a distance and listening to myself. 
“And strange indeed were the 
words! Incredible! Incomprehens- 
ible! 
“*.. exiled ... doomed forever 
- - « mever to leave this ghastly 
place and go back home... racked 
and wasted by disease . . . but an- 
other body. .. .’ 
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“And this raving, this mumbling 
of thoughts that could not possibly 
have originated in my brain, was 
yet coming from my lips! As 
though I had suddenly become a 


mere mouthpiece for another’s 
mind! 
“I stirred slightly, and _ tried 


harder for full wakefulness. Slowly 
it came, as the chains of my night- 
mare were broken. And with wake- 
fulness came an increase of the 
unreasoning horror that had gripped 
me since I had turned out the 
lights. 

“With an exclamation that should 
have been a shout, but which was 
hardly more than a whisper, I sat 
up. 
“Standing in the corner, disclosed 
by the moonlight, was a man’s 
figure. Complete in every detail I 
saw it—from sunken cheeks and 
fire-red eyes, to emaciated legs and 
unbelievably swollen chest. 

“For an instant we stared at each 
other. Then, with an enormous 
effort of will, I tensed my muscles 
for a spring. A little of the hyp- 
notic tension that had held me was 
released, somehow, by the realiza- 
tion that this figure was after all 
of solid flesh and blood. 

“The man must have read my 
purpose in my eyes, for he started 
to move aside. But before he could, 
I had launched myself at him. 

“My hands tore at his throat. ... 


- OR a fleeting second my 
fingers pressed against solid 
substance. Then the column of the 
throat drained away like water run- 
ning out of a tap. Another second 
and my fingers had met and were 
pressing only against each other. 
Under me the form I’d sprung upon, 
and had thought was flesh and 
blood and bone, was gone. I col- 
lapsed against the chair, utterly 
alone in the room. 
“Shuddering, with my eyes start- 
ing from my head, I stared around 
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me. There was nothing to be seen. 
Nothing! Yet I had clearly seen 
that figure in the chair—had felt 
it for a moment. 

“I thought I heard a foostep out- 
side the door, and the next instant 
I heard Flix howl in the hall, as 
if the dog had seen something pass 
out through the wood panels of the 
door. Then there was silence. 

“The silence was now a normal 
one, broken frequently by the night 
noises of the city. The queer shell 
of quiet that had seemed to sur- 
round the place was lifted. Re- 
assured a little by the familiar 
discords that told of people living 
and moving all around me, I got 
back into bed. 

“But I didn’t go to sleep. I 
couldn’t! Instinct told me surely 
that I had narrowly escaped some- 
thing awful and final. What could 
it be? What kind of thing was it 
that had sat in that chair, staring at 
my sleeping form with its flame- 
red eyes? What kind of creature 
could appear and disappear at will, 
and pass through solid wood doors? 
Something weird and supernatural, 
something inexplicable to the mind 
of man, had kept vigil over me in 
my room! That was all I knew. 

“Wide-eyed and wakeful, I waited 
for day to come and for the honest 
sunlight to relieve me of the freez- 
ing fear that still clutched me. 


*<"— N the morning I did feel better. 

I had managed to compose 
myself a little during the slow 
hours of dawn. I was beginning to 
be convinced somewhat when I told 
myself the fears of the night had 
been entirely ungrounded and due 
to nightmare-induced superstition. 
I had imagined a spectral figure, 
and had been childishly horrified 
by it, that was all. Tall men with 
red eyes don’t really appear and 
then disappear, under one’s very 
fingers, into thin air. Flix had 
growled at nothing, and on that 
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flimsy foundation I had built the 
things I’d thought to see and hear 
during the night. 

“After my morning shower I 
stepped to the mirror and inspected 
myself critically. It was reassuring 
to look at my square-jawed, tanned 
face and the muscular, tanned body 
under it. They were so palpably 
the face and body of a man who 
ought to have a well balanced mind; 
who should certainly know better 
than to let himself ‘see things’ dur- 
ing the night. 

“J dressed and went to the break- 
fast table, feeling more and more 
foolish about the nocturnal absurd- 
ity I'd indulged in. And there, just 
as I was succeeding in dismissing 
all thought of the vision of the 
night, something occurred that 
started again the cold sweat that 
had drenched me during the black 
hours. 

“My servant, the man-of-all-work 
who went with me _ everywhere, 
held out a hat. It was a black 
felt hat with a down-drooping 
brim, like no hat I’d ever worn. 

“ “Whoever visited you last night 
after I was gone, sir,’ he said, ‘went 
off without his hat. Shall I call 
and return it, or shall I just—’ 


” E stopped there and stared, 
with open mouth, at my 
face. I have no doubt my face was 
arresting enough. I could feel it 
go chalk white as I gazed at that 
hat. And I braced myself with my 
hands on the table as the room be- 
gan to revolve crazily around me. 
“*Just keep it, Saunders,’ I man- 
aged to say at last. ‘Maybe the— 
person—who left it will come back 
for it; 

“But after a while I got over 
even that shock. Indeed, after I’d 
thought it over, the incident looked 
hopeful rather than alarming. 

“There actually had been a man 
in my room. The hat proved it. 
That released me from the charge 
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of childish superstition, and also 
from the suspicion that perhaps my 
mind wasn’t as well balanced as I'd 
always assumed it was. There had 
been a man there. 

“How had he melted away under 
my throttling fingers? How had 
he hidden in the corner where I’d 
first seen those implacable red 
eyes? There was no place in that 
corner to hide. Why hadn’t I seen 
him at once, as Flix apparently 
had? And how had I come to fall 
asleep in spite of all my effort 
not to—and half waked to hear 
myself mumbling those strange 
things? 

“These questions, at first appar- 
ently unanswerable, I worked out 
promptly enough. At least to my 
own satisfaction. Hypnotism! All 
I’d seen and heard and felt had 
been transmitted to my brain from 
that of the red-eyed stranger. He 
had broken into my room somehow, 
and from the moment of his en- 
trance had taken hypnotic charge 
of my thoughts, Why? For the pur- 
pose of common burglary, probably. 

“There it was: nothing to be 
alarmed about. All could be ex- 
plained in a logical, common sense 
way. God, what mockery is logic, 
common sense.... 


“TF FOLLOWED my regular rou- 

tine for the rest of the day. 
I kept a tennis engagement in the 
afternoon, and a dinner engagement 
in the evening. But I went back 
to my rooms early. I was thick- 
witted from lack of sleep, and felt 
that an extra long night of rest 
was in order. 

“Now, on that second night I was 
sure I’d be let alone. Having been 
convinced by the black felt hat 
that my visitor was solid and mortal 
enough, I had put him comfortably 
out of my thoughts. It seemed 
reasonable that the midnight marau- 
der would avoid visiting the same 
spot two evenings in succession. 
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The man with the curious eyes 
would know that this time I’d be 
prepared for him. He’d stay away, 
of course. 

“So, in my ignorance of the un- 
earthly force I was up against, I 
reasoned. And so, secure in my 
damned logic, I prepared again for 
bed. 

“IT had taken a few precautions, 
however. My man, instead of going 
home to his own rooms, was to 
sleep in my flat that might, in the 
dining room next door to my bed-- 
room. My automatic, freshly oiled 
and loaded, was placed on a chair 
beside my bed. Flix, absolved like 
his master of ‘seeing things,’ was to 
sleep in my bedroom, If the red- 
eyed trespasser was _ foolhardy 
enough to call again, hed find a 
warm reception waiting for him! 

“Hardly had I got into. bed when 
the opening incident of the night 
before was repeated: noises coming 
in from the open window were 
curiously stilled. Once again it was 
as though a shell of silence had 
been drawn about the room. A hush 
descended in which the beating of 
my own heart seemed unbearably 
loud—a hush broken only at rare 
intervals by some unusually pene- 
trating street noise. A second time 
I was gripped by the vague horror, 
the feeling that something terrible 
and supernatural was threatening 
me. 

“Flix howled once, and scrambled 
under the bed, where I could hear 
him squirm in an abject attempt 
to make himself as small as pos- 
sible. Flix, who had proved time and 
again that he would. attack man or 
beast with utter recklessness when 
his master was menaced! 

“Simultaneously with that, I 
could see, in the dark corner, a pair 
of clear red eyes grow more and 
more distinct. And now at last I 
knew, with a thrill of such fear as 
I never thought a man could eh- 
dure, that my visitor was repeating 
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his call, that it would be his last, 
and that he—or It—was never of 
this earth! 


HE room was unlighted this 

time. It was not yet late 
enough for the moon to slant in the 
windows. In this thick, even dark- 
ness, I saw the eyes come closer 
and closer to me. 

“And now something happened 
that I hardly know how to tell 
about. 

“It seemed as though those eyes 
were, somehow, drawing the soul 
and mind and consciousness of me 
out of the shell of my body and 
into their own red depths! They 
were draining the real me from the 
mold of my flesh! 

“I panted and groaned as I tried 
to combat the hypnotic glare of 
those eyes in which desperation and 
resolve were blended in equal parts. 
I strained to reach the gun on the 
chair beside me, and a long drawn 
out, soft high sounded in my ears, 
and a voice said: ‘Go to sleep. Do 
not struggle. Go to sleep.’ 

“I felt darkness close around my 
senses like a blanket. And I was 
washed with great waves of terror. 
I must not lose consciousness! 
This thing with the red eyes must 
not bind me, helpless, for my own 
destruction! 

“I groaned. ‘Flix!’ I whispered. 
‘Flix! Get him, boy, get him.’ 

“T heard a faint whimper from 
under the bed, but that was all. I 
remembered my man, who was stay- 
ing here at my orders. 

“Saunders! Here—for 
sake.’ 

“With the last words my whis- 
pering had sunk to inaudibility. 
There was no move in the hall to 
indicate that Saunders had heard 
my low cry and was coming. 

“And still those fearful red eyes 
bored into mine, draining me, drain- 
ing me, pulling the heart and soul 
and mind of me. 
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“Go to sleep,’ the voice crooned 
again. “To sleep... .’ 
“Frantically I willed to stay 
awake. It was essential to the 
thing’s plan that I lose conscious- 
ness. Well, that I would not do! 
“But I knew as I vowed it that 
it was beyond my power to resist. 
This creature, whatever he was, and 
from whatever unearthly sphere, 
was stronger willed than I. 
“Things blackened before me. I 
was sinking into oblivion. I could 
see only those hypnotic red eyes. 
They too faded. I was done! 


* HEN I next woke, or 
rather, partially woke, the 
moon had circled the sky so that 
its first steep rays were crawling 
over the window sill. I strained to 
wake fully, and to get my bearings; 
I could do neither. Swallowed in a 
black sea of fear I lay in a coma 
while the awful, unbelievable drama 
played itself out. I will try to tell 
about it, just as it happened. 

“I saw the red eyes again. But 
it seemed to me they came from the 
bed. My bed! From a shadowy head 
resting on the pillow. My pillow! 
From a vaguely seen, tanned and 
square-jawed face that was horribly, 
impossibly familiar to me.... 

“I glanced down, and my eyes 
rested on the arm of a chair— 
the chair in which for a fleeting 
second I had seen the dim, ema- 
ciated body the night before. But 
surely I was still in the bed. How 
had I got to the chair? Or—was I 
in the chair? 

“For a moment I stumbled in a 
dread shadowland where I was in 
two places at once—and in neither 
place. Oh. ... I can’t describe it. 

“The voice sounded in my ears 
that I had heard before. And the 
voice, one moment, seemed to come 
from the figure lying on the bed; 
and the next, fromm the chair. And 
when it came from the chair, I was 
in the bed, and when it—oh, God! 
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“The voice rambled along, not as 
though addressing me, but as if 
speaking aloud the thoughts of the 
mind that ruled it: 

““T am taking his body. In an- 
other moment the transfer will be 
complete. I shall have escaped 
death. The terrors that infest this 
globe! The crude perils, the bestial 
men and raw, untamed elements! 
Above all, the awful diseases! 

“Exiled! I shall never get back 
to the lovely globe called, by these 
brute people, Mars. My own body, 
evolved to exist in its thinner air, 
is about to die of their hideous 
diseases. My new body, evolved 
for earth’s atmosphere, will never 
let me go back. The puny, insuffi- 
cient lungs in this small chest.... 

“*T am an exile for all of time! 
Doomed to live here, in one body 
or another, till I tire of it and 
allow my spirit to die with what- 
ever form encases it at the moment. 
Was it for this I went exploring, 
on the wings of thought?’ 


ee were the words I 
heard in that low, strange 
voice. And toward the end of the 
fantastic soliloquy, I noticed some- 
thing that sent my senses reeling, 
and plunged me once more into 
unconsciousness, 

“The voice, shifting less and 
often from the form on the 
to the form in the chair, at 
was coming continually from 
bed! And the voice was now 
own voice! And I who heard it 
sitting definitely in the chair! 

“That was the last thing I knew 
for an unguessable length of time. 

“My next awakening was slower, 
more complete and normal. But if 
the awakening was normal—the sur- 
roundings, the conditions I woke to 
find myself in, were not! They were 
unbelievable! Impossible! Terrible! 

“My first sensation was that I 
was cold. Frightfully cold. Yet 
somehow I did not suffer. 
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“I could feel under me a frigid, 
smooth slab of something. It felt 
like marble to the touch of my 
limp hands. I could dimly hear a 
constant dripping of water. A grim 
odor came to me—a mixture of 
chemicals and death. If death were 
a flower, and a perfume were dis- 
tilled from that flower, it would 
be somewhat like the ghastly aroma 
that came to my nostrils then. 

“I tried to move, and could not. 


I tried to speak, and felt my lips 


stiff and cold as ice. I tried to 
open my eyes, and felt my eyelids 
like twin small curtains of ice that 
would not move. 

“Then I sensed a figure bending 
over my prone body. I heard 
words that brought shriek after 
shriek to my ice cold lips, battering 
there for the utterance they were 
denied. 

“I have never seen such a curious 
enlargement of the chest,’ the un- 
seen person was saying. ‘The lungs 
must be huge. I wonder. ... We 
must have an autopsy. And how 
wasted the body is! The man was 
a walking pest-house. Where did 
you find him?’ 

“Floating in the river,’ answered 
another unseen one. ‘No marks of 
identification or any kind.’ 


“ HE unseen talkers moved 
away. While I—I wrestled 
with the cold flesh that tied me 
down. Wrestled, and was hopelessly 
defeated. For I was dead.... 

“After a time I discovered some- 
thing that gave me a slight ray 
of hope—not that I could regain 
my own healthy, living body which 
this traveler from a far planet 
had usurped, but that I might tell 
my story and have the usurper 
killed before he stole other people’s 
bodies. 

“I found that, with his wasted, 
disease-racked, dead frame, I had 
inherited sotne slight trace of his 
marvelous ability to will himself 
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from place to place. I could not 
move the solid flesh by thought 
transference as he could; but I 
could transport my _ intelligence, 
clothed in a semblance of the body. 

“When I stopped wrestling with 
the cold clay that tied my spirit 
down, I found I could rise quite 
easily. Too easily, in fact, for no 
thing of weight ever soared as 
lightly upward as I did. 

“From beside the marble slab I 
stared down at the shell I had left, 
but to which I was still chained. 
I saw, line for line, the body of the 
monster that had robbed me of 
life and flesh. The tall, emaciated 
form; the long, thin-hands, covered 
with fine, mouse-colored fur; the 
sunken cheeks; the enormous chest, 
twice as big as that of any average 
mortal—in a word, the body you 
seem to see me wearing now. 

“I gazed, soul-sick, at that trav- 
esty of the human form, and re- 
flected that I would shortly be 
exiled with it to the grave. Exile? 
The creature who had robbed me 
faced an exile far less fearful than 
mine! 

“And then I came to you. For 
you, George, will try to have this 
story published, and let the people 
know of the alien horror that stalks 
in their midst. And you will try 
to get justice done the murderer 
of—John Carmody.” 


T the mention of that name I 
felt the breath catch in my 
throat, while my heart pounded in 
the grip of a superstitious terror. 
I had been amazed at _ this 
stranger’s mention of a dog named 
Flix, and utterly astounded at his 
further mention of a servant named 
Saunders. For both those names 
were familiar to me. Now, to have 
him go on and claim he was John 
Carmody, one of my closest friends 
and as husky a young athlete as 
ever inherited a million dollars, was 
appalling! 
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But I climbed determinedly out 
of my momentary lapse into credul- 
ity. These were names any one. 
could find out easily. 

“You think I’m mad, don’t you?” 
said the tall stranger. “I swear I’m 
not. George, look at me! Closely! 
My eyes—my expression.” 

Almost against my will I searched 
that pallid face, mow disclosed to 
me by the turning down of the coat 
collar. Of course I found there no 
shadow of proof of the madman’s 
claim, The eyes were certainly not 
those of my friend, Carmody. Nor 
were they red. 

There was nothing to be done 
but call assistance and have the 
maniac put away as gently as pos- 
sible. I got up from the chair be- 
fore my typewriter, and moved 
close to him. 


ae taken down your story,” I 

told him soothingly. “I'll see 
that it’s brought to public notice, 
and that justice is done. Now 
don’t you think you ought to turn 
in for the rest of the night? Ill 
call the room clerk and have him 
find a place for you” 

“T read your thoughts as though 
your forehead were made of glass,” 
said the man wearily. “Well, I 
didn’t really hope I’d be believed. 
I could only try. And now I’ve got 
to be getting back to my body.” 

“Your body is right here,” I said. 
“Don’t worry.” 

“You fool!” he blazed. “If you 
don’t believe what I’m telling you 
—try to touch me. Your hand will 
go through me as it would through 
a bit of fog.” 

With this I turned to the tele- 
phone. Regardless of the risk to 
his feeble body, it was time to end 
this farce. I must phone the house 
doctor, and have him put in cus- 
tody. 

Hardly had I turned my back 
when some sixth sense warned me 
to whirl around again. 
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I did so, crouching instinctively 
to defend myself against a maniacal 
attack— 

The man was gone. 

Dumbfounded, I glanced around 
the room. There was nowhere he 
could have hid. I dashed to the 
door, though I was sure he could 
not have reached it in the second 
my back was turned to him, There 
was no one in the long corridor 
outside. 

The man had gone, as though he 
had indeed been but an intelligence 
clothed in the mere semblance of a 
body—a bit of fog dispelled by a 
breeze. 


UCH was my strange visitor’s 
story, set down precisely as he 
dictated it. Such was his exit. 

A creature from distant Mars 
dragging his body here by thought 
transference? Attacked unexpectedly 
by half a dozen fatal diseases un- 
known on his sphere? Projecting 
his iron will from his own dying, 
huge-chested frame into the small- 
chested frame of an earth-man, and 
hence chaining himself forever to 
the denser atmosphere of earth? 
Who would believe such a thing! 

I didn’t, of course. But, more 
for curiosity than any other reason, 
I began some quiet investigating. 
The results were rather strange. 

Well, I'll give them to you so 
that you may have all the facts in 
your judging of this fantastic tale. 

John Carmody is at this moment 
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—two days after the eery visit the 
pouter-pigeon of a man paid- me— 
still in his town flat. I called on 
him, and he refused to see me, 
though we have been close friends 
for years. He sent out word that he 
was preparing for a long trip and 
was at that time too busy to see 
anybody. 

Saunders confided to me that he 
is going to leave Carmody’s employ 
as soon as he can. In the last two 
days Carmody has been acting so 
strangely that Saunders is uneasy: 
he denies himself to all his old 
friends, and constantly performs 
deep-breathing and other chest ex- 
panding exercises. Too, his eyes 
have taken on a curious reddish 
tinge that alarms and _ puzzles 
Saunders. 

Carmody’s dog, Flix, had to be 
taken away day before yesterday. 
It had gone mad; and alternately 
tried to attack his master, and fled 
howling from him. 

On a marble slab in the morgue 
lies a most unusual corpse. It is 
the body of a very tall man, in- 
credibly emaciated, with fine furry 
hair on the backs of the hands, and 
with a malformation of the chest 
that makes it look like the remains 
of an enormous pouter-pigeon. In 
every detail it is the twin brother 
of the madman who called on me 
six hours after this one’s reported 
death. 

These are the facts. 
them what you wish. 


Make of 





The Ghost of Agrippina 


AMONG the great 1umber of Romans 
who made use of magicians was the 
Emperor Nero. He is said to have been 
stricken with fits of deepest remorse 
whenever he recollected the enormity of 
his offense in causing the assassination of 
his mother, Agrippina. Notwithstanding 
the ostentatious applause and congratula- 
tions which he was aiways receiving from 
‘the senate, the army and the people, he 


complained that he was perpetually 
haunted by the ghost of his mother, and 
pursued by the Furies with flaming 
torches and whips. He caused himself, 
therefore, to be constantly attended by 
magicians, who employed their arts to 
conjure up the shade of Agrippina, so as 
to try to obtain her forgiveness for the 
crime perpetrated by her son. 

It is not known that they had any success. 





“Back iw the wheel-chair again,” said Dall bitterly. 


Dead 


Legs 


By Edmond Hamilton 


ALL was the calmer of the 
two who were waiting 
in the room. He sat in his 
wheel-chair with eyes im- 

penetrable and face mask-like, his 
hands motionless on the blanket that 
covered his lower 
limbs. Carson, the 
other man, was 
patently nervous, 
glancing quickly 
toward the room’s ! 
side door at the slightest sound. 

The room in which Dall and Car- 
son waited was a curious one. It had 
two doors, one at the side and one at 
the rear, and there were no windows. 
It was cement-floored, lit by con- 
cealed electric lights, and held only 
a few chairs, a desk and a squat steel 
safe. There came only the faintest 
murmur of street noises into it; and 
sounds from above indicated that 
the room was in the basement of the 
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Dall, the gangster, could not know 
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house. Both men sat in silence. 

Dall might have been a sphinx of 
flesh placed in the wheel-chair, so 
motionless was his attitude, but Car- 
son’s nervousness was visibly in- 
creasing. He jumped as there came 
finally a double 
knock at the side 
door. 

Dall spoke brief- 
ly and a man en- 
tered who was 
younger than either of these two, 
and who had quick eyes and a pan- 
ther-like build. 

“Well, Dead Legs, we got Roper 
all right!” he addressed Dall excit- 
edly. “He was trying to get out of 
town. Knew damned well that since 
we cleaned up his mob he hadn’t a—” 

“Not so much talk, Quinn,” Dall 
interrupted crisply. “You've brought 
Roper here?” 

“He’s upstairs now—Burke and 
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Spinetti guarding him,” Quinn an- 
swered. “We had our taxi planted 
as you said and when he took it to 
the station we nabbed him right off 
without—” 

“All right, that’s enough!” Dall 
snapped. “Tell Burke and Spinetti 
to bring Roper down here.” 


UINN departed, and when he 

returned a minute later three 
others were with him. Two hard- 
faced men were obviously the guards 
of the third, for their automatics 
were close against his back. 

This third man was stalwart, with 
a bull-like face flushed now to deep 
crimson. His eyes, as he entered, 
fastened like twin flames of fury 
upon the man in the wheel-chair. 
His hands had been securely bound, 
but, nevertheless, Quinn and the 
other two watched him closely. 

“So you got me, Dead Legs!” the 
prisoner said bitterly to Dall. “And 
you weren’t even satisfied to have 
them put me on the spot straight but 
had them drag me down here to your 
hole for you to gloat over, eh?” 

“I didn’t have you brought here 
for gloating purposes, Roper,” Dall 
answered evenly. 

Roper seemed not to have heard. 
“It wasn’t enough,” he went on, 
“that you and your damned mob took 
my end of town and all my rackets 
from me, that you bought some of 
my men and had the rest shot—you 
had to get me here last of all and 
crow to me about it!” 

“I’ve done no crowing yet,” Dall 
said. “And you had your warning 
six months ago, Roper.” 

“Warning!” Roper’s fury seemed 
to reach its climax. “A warning to 
give up the territory my gang had 
always had! A warning from a crip- 
ple, a man with dead legs, a man 
who’s never walked!” 

“And a warning that I’ve fulfilled 
to the letter!” Dall reminded him. 
“You know now that no one in this 
town can buck Dead Legs Dall.” 
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“Then, damn it, why don’t you get 
it over with?” demanded the raging 
Roper. “Why don’t you give your 
guns the word?” 

Dall smiled levelly. “Because 
you're not going ‘to be killed so soon, 
Roper. Before you die you're going 
to do me a great service—the great- 
est in the world.” 

Roper’s laugh was ugly. “You’re 
dreaming, Dead Legs. I’d die in tor- 
ture before I’d do anything for you, 
and you know it.” 

“But you're going to do this for 
me whether you want to or not,” 
Dall said, still smiling coldly. “It’s 
a service for which I particularly 
chose you, Roper.” 


E leaned back in his wheel- 

chair, his cold blue eyes on 
Roper’s furious face. Quinn was 
listening, Burke and Spinetti still 
standing with weapons against their 
prisoner. At a little distance from 
the rest Carson was mopping his 
forehead, and his eyes had a nervous, 
desperate look. 

Dall spoke again, more slowly, to 
Roper. “You know me, Dead Legs 
Dall, as every crook and almost 
every other person in this town 
knows me. You know that I’ve never 
walked, that I was born with these 
dead, shriveled legs, that I’ve sat in 
a chair like this for thirty years. 

“They started calling me Dead 
Legs when I was a kid over there in 
the slums. Sometimes they beat me, 
too, because I was helpless. I soon 
saw that the only way I could stand 
against them was to be smarter than 
they were, and I was that. And be- 
cause I was, Dead Legs was soon 
running a gang of kids, and as they 
and I grew up we became a gang of 
men and of tough ones, too!” 

It was as though Dall had forgot- 
ten Roper and the rest as he talked, 
his eyes seeming to stare back into 
the past for a moment. 

“Dead Legs Dall... . Yes, as that 
I’ve worked my way up, until now 
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I and my mob have a mortgage on 
this town. I’ve broken up every oth- 
er gang here—with yours the last, 
Roper. I’ve come to the top, fought 
my way up, until now I’ve got more 
money and more power than I used 
to dream of having. 

“But what good are they to me the 
way I am? How can I enjoy money 
or power when I’m chained to a 
wheel-chair with these dead, useless 
legs of mine? They couldn’t keep 
me from getting what I wanted, but 
they'll keep me now from enjoying 
it!” 

“I’m glad you realize it, Dead 
Legs!” said Roper harshly. “When 
I pass out I’ll be grinning to think 
how you hate those legs of yours 
that you'll die with!” 

“But I don’t intend to die with 
them,” Dall said softly. “I’ve reached 
the top and all I need to enjoy life is 
legs—not dead, useless legs, but liv- 
ing ones, legs that I can walk and 
run and dance with. They’re what I 
want and I’ve always found a way to 
get what I wanted.” 

He leaned toward Roper. “That’s 
where you come in, Roper. You’ve 
got what I want, strong, healthy legs. 
And I’m going to take them from you 
for myself!” 

“You’re crazy!” Roper exclaimed. 
“You poor batty cripple, you've 
brooded over those dead legs of 
yours so long you’re cuckoo on 
them!” 

“Are you so sure?” smiled Dall. 
“Carson, come over here.” 


ARSON _ approached __ slowly, 

glancing nervously from one to 
the other, and Dall gestured to him 
without turning from Roper. 

“Do you recognize Carson? Dr. 
Robert Carson, one of the three 
greatest surgeons in this country?” 

“What’s he to me?” snarled Ro- 
per. 

“He’s going to be very much to 
you, Roper,” Dali assured him, 
mockingly, “and to me, too. He’s 
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going to take those healthy legs of 
yours off you and put them on me.” 

“You poor fool!” Roper snarled 
derisively. “You're cuckoo, sure. 
You were born with those dead legs, 
and you'll die with them.” 

“T’ll not!” Dall’s voice cracked 
with the emphasis of a whip. “You're | 
the fool, Roper. You think because 
such an operation would have been 
impossible yesterday it’s impossible 
to-day! But it’s not! Scientists and 
surgeons have been removing animal 
limbs and grafting new ones on for 
years, and now surgeons like Carson 
are beginning to do it with humans! 

“Carson here has been able to graft 
fingers, hands. He can fasten the 
new limbs so that bone knits to 
bone; can tie and connect the nerve 
filaments, the arteries and veins; can 
graft new flesh to heal over the joint 
so that the new limbs are as usable 
as natural ones! 

“Carson can do it, and Carson’s 
going to—for I’ve got something on 
him that means death for him and 
disgrace for his family if I spring 
it. Carson’s fitted up all he needs 
to operate with back in that room 
behind this, and has trained Burke 
and Spinetti here to act as his at- 
tendants while the operations are 
going on. And that’s to-night! 

“Yes, to-night! Carson will take 
off my dead legs above the knees. 
Then he’ll take off your healthy legs 
and graft them at once onto my body. 
Then we'll bury what’s left of you, 
Roper, under the cement floor over 
there in the corner. But why don’t 
you laugh, Roper? Why don’t you 
laugh at the impossibility of it?” 

“It is impossible!” Roper cried 
hoarsely, beads of perspiration on 
his forehead. “I know you, Dead 
Legs—you’re trying to torture me 
before you send me out! But the 
thing’s not possible!” 


ALL laughed. “You think it’s 
not, Roper? But it is. Carson 
has done it many times with animals, 
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and he can do it with humans. And 
then I’ll be Dead Legs no longer. 
Think what it means, Roper; think 
of me able to walk and run wherever 
I want to, and on your legs! 

“Why, itll be rich, it'll be rare! 
Can’t you see the humor of it, Ro- 
per? Everyone congratulating Dead 
Legs Dall on the marvelous cure 
effected, everyone seeing him run 
and walk and dance, and none of 
them ever suspecting that he’s do- 
ing it all on another man’s legs, a 
dead man’s legs, Roper’s legs!” 

“You hell-fiend!” shrieked Roper. 
“By God, you wouldn’t dare do it!” 

“Ah, you’re beginning to believe 
now? I see you are. But be fair, 
Roper. Your legs would do you no 
good buried over there under the 
floor with you. And they can do me 
a lot of good. Why, even walking 
about on Roper’s legs will keep me 
laughing all the time! Any pair of 
healthy legs would have been as 
good, but they wouldn’t have the 
humor there would be in wearing 
Roper’s legs!” 

Roper lunged madly at the mock- 
ing Dall, straining at the bonds that 
held his hands, but Burke and Spi- 
netti jerked him back. 

From his chair Dall watched with 
eyes bright with interest, but beside 
him Carson was trembling violently. 

“You demon!” Roper cried out. 
Then suddenly he broke down, and 
his tone became supplicating, almost 
craven. “Dead Legs, you’re not go- 
ing to do a thing like that? Not 
really? Why, it would be wrong, it 
would be devilish! I know we’ve 
fought and bumped off each other’s 
men, but that’s all in the game. But 
this would be different—hellish!” 

“But the thing’s impossible,” Dall 
said, mockingly. “You remember 
that, Roper, you remember how sure 
of its impossibility you were just a 
little while ago. There’s nothing to 
fear from a man gone cuckoo, is 
there? It’s just poor nutty Dead 
Legs raving, so don’t be afraid.” 
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E turned to Carson. “Every- 

thing ready back in the oper- 
ating-room?” he asked swiftly, ges- 
turing toward the rear door. 

Carson managed to nod, still trem- 
bling. “It’s all ready. But Dall, this 
thing—” 

“Is going on, Carson!” Dall said 
with cold finality. “We’ve been over 
that ground.” He turned back to 
Quinn and the two guards. “All 
right, boys, you can take Roper back 
there. Nothing to say before we 
start, Roper? No place you'd like to 
go afterward—on your legs?” 

Roper raised his bound, trem- 
bling hands toward Dall as he was 
pulled away. “Yes, you can take my 
legs, Dall, but you'll walk on them 
to hell! You hear me? You'll walk 
on them to hell!” 

Quinn had opened the rear door, 
through which could be glimpsed an 
operating-room with white tables 
and gleaming apparatus. The two 
guards were half carrying the strug- 
gling Roper, Carson following like 
aman in a nightmare and Dall com- 
ing last in his wheel-chair. And, as 
the little party went through the 
door, Roper’s ghastly cry rose toa 
screaming imprecation of hate, 

“To hell, Dall! You’ll walk on 
them to hell!” he shrieked. He was 
still shrieking as the door closed 
after them all. ... 


ALL = stood—stood—on the 

steps of his house with Quinn 
and Burke. It was night, and a few 
feet below them the city’s ceaseless 
currents of people and vehicles 
flowed along the bright-lit street. 
Dall was trembling inwardly with 
excitement and exultation, but out- 
wardly was looking coolly along the 
street. 

“You’re sure you don’t want any | 
of us with you?” Quinn was asking. 
“First time you’ve been out, you 
know.” 

“T’ll not need you, no,” Dall told 
them. “This is a walk I want to take 
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alone, Quinn, a walk I’ve been look- 
ing forward to for thirty years.” 

“Just as you say, Dead Legs,” 
Quinn agreed. “Though it’d be no 
trouble to go along in case you want- 
ed us.” 

“There’s no need,” Dall repeated. 
“And why call me Dead Legs now? 
The name hardly fits me now!” 

Dall stepped down to the street, 
and Quinn and Burke watched from 
the steps as he walked casually down 
the street. 

Each step was savored by Dall as 
a long-starved man might savor food. 
It was his dream come true, he told 
himself. He who had sat thirty years 
in a chair was walking along a street. 
Dall thought that some passersby 
looked curiously at him, and he 
smiled to himself. It had been weeks 
since word had gone forth that the 
useless limbs of Dead Legs Dall had 
been miraculously cured at last. 

It was worth it all, Dall told him- 
self as he went on. Worth the ghast- 
ly night in that white operating- 
room, the gleam of instruments and 
smell of anesthetics and realms of 
cool unconsciousness in which only 
Carson’s drawn white face intruded 
at times. Worth the red, aching 
pain of the weeks that followed, the 
utter immobility of so long and then 
the first stumbling attempts at walk- 
ing, inside the house. Yes, worth it 
many times! 


ALL had no objective as he 
walked along. It was enough 

for him to be merely walking, with- 
out aim or objective. Did any of 
these hurrying people about him, he 
wondered, know the true joy and 
pleasure of walking? They could 
not. They had not spent Dead Legs 
Dall’s thirty years in a wheel-chair. 
He was walking, and walking on 
Roper’s legs. The grim humor of 
that still tickled Dali’s sardonic 
mind immensely. Roper—or all of 
Roper but his legs—lay deep under 
the re-cemented floor in the corner 
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of his basement-office. But Ro- 
per’s legs were living still and walk- 
ing still, carrying Roper’s worst en- 
emy. Dall’s pride expanded. What 
Dead Legs Dall wanted he took! 
Even new legs! 

The hurrying people that brushed 
by him and the automobiles racing 
in the street beside him he looked on 
with a new eye. He had preyed upon 
them and their city with his criminal 
organization even when he was pris- 
oned in a wheel-chair. But now that 
Dead Legs Dall was dead of legs no 
longer, what might he not do! He 
could expand his organization to 
other cities, could expand it until— 

Two women a little along the 
street screamed, their screams 
drowned in the next second by the 
squeal of brakes. Dall stood out in 
the middle of the street, and the taxi 
that had almost run him down when 
he had leaped suddenly into the 
street was skidding to a stop beside 
him. Its driver emerged red-faced 
with anger and bore down on Dall. 

“What in hell’s the matter with 
you, fellow?” he cried. “You saw me 
coming and jumped right out in 
front of me! Are you trying to kill 
yourself?” 

Dall seemed dazed, bewildered, 
stupefied. “I didn’t mean to do it!” 
he stammered, his eyes roving wild- 
ly now. “I didn’t mean—my legs 
seemed just to jump out with me in 
spite of myself.” 

“That’s some story, that you 
jumped in spite of yourself!” the 
driver exclaimed. “I ought to take a 
good sock at you for—” He stopped 
suddenly, recognizing the man be- 
fore him. “Why, it’s Dead Legs 
Dail!” His tone was abruptly re- 
spectful, apologetic. “I heard you’d 
been cured, but I didn’t recognize 
you, Mr. Dall. Of course I didn’t 
mean any of that stuff for you—” 

“It’s all right—all right,” Dall 
said. His one desire-was to get away 
from the fast-collecting crowd. “My 
fault entirely.” He regained the 
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sidewalk and started on. The driver 
stared after him, then returned to 
his cab. The crowd dispersed, and 
Dall walked on along the street. 


UT Dall was walking now ina 

daze. His mind was in sudden 
turmoil. What he had told the taxi 
driver was the truth: he had had no 
intention of leaping into the street 
until without command of his brain 
his legs had suddenly carried him 
directly in front of the onrushing 
cab! It was as though his legs had 
wanted to kill him, Dall thought. 

Dall gripped himself. This would 
not do, he told himself. He was 
wrought up, nervous, and it was but 
natural that he should have made a 
misstep when walking, when legs 
and walking were so new to him. It 
was only that, could be only that. 
Yet back in Dall’s mind persisted 
the thought that it had not been a 
misstep but a swift deliberate leap 
of his legs in spite of himself. 

He thrust the thought back, and, 

as he walked on, he became once 
more master of himself. Every step 
he took his legs obeyed him. He 
could feel the hard sidewalk under 
his feet, could place each step as he 
wished. Dall breathed more easily. 
Nerves, that was all! It was but nat- 
ural: one didn’t often try walking 
for the first time—and with another 
man’s legs! Dall even smiled. 
_ His first confidence had almost en- 
tirely returned. He stepped unhesi- 
tatingly along once more. At that 
moment Dall saw thundering along 
the street in his direction two heavy 
trucks, one trying to pass the other. 
Some instinct warned Dall or he felt 
the preparatory bunching of his legs 
under him. For as he grasped wildly 
at a lamp-post beside him, his legs 
shot out with him in a swift leap into 
the two trucks’ path! 

It was Dall’s clutch at the lamp- 
post that saved him, for he managed 
to grasp it as his legs leaped with 
him and to hold to it until the trucks 
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had passed. The effort of his legs 
to leap out stopped instantly, but 
Dall clung desperately to the lamp- 
post. He knew now! Undistinguish- 
able sounds came from him. 


ASSERSBY who saw Dall cling- 

ing to the post desperately, with 
face deathly white and eyes terror- 
haunted, thought him drunk, appar- 
ently, and stared at him. Some 
stopped, and then a blue-uniformed 
policeman shouldered through them 
toward Dall. 

“What’s this—another hooch- 
fiend?” he demanded sharply; then 
he recognized Dall. Respect tinged 
his manner. “What’s the matter, 
Dead Legs?” he asked. 

“Get me a taxi!” croaked Dall, 
clinging still to the post. “I’ve got 
to get home. I’ve got to get home!” 

Wheeler signalled a passing cab. 
“What’s the matter, legs go back on 
you?” he asked. “I heard you were 
cured, Dall, but you must have tried 
walking too soon. Got to get used to 
it, you know.” 

Dall managed to nod. “That’s it, 
I guess. I’ve got to get used to it.” 

The cab drew up and Dall grasped 
its door-handle, held it tightly until 
he was inside. There was no need, 
for his legs stepped up with him 
quite normally, making no involun- 
tary movements. 

While the cab darted back along 
the street Dall clung tightly to the 
assist-straps. He was breathing fast, 
and his mind swirled chaotically 
with horror. He did not know the 
cab had stopped until its door 
opened. 

Quinn and Burke were still up on 
the steps, and at his motion came 
running down to the cab. Both 
looked inquiringly at Dall. 

“Grab my arms and don’t let me go 
until we’re inside the house,” Dall 
told them. At the blank expressions 
he snarled with sudden fury, “Do as 
you're told, damn you! Hold my 
arms till I tell you to let go!” 
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ELD on either side by the two 
he went up the steps into the 
house. His legs walked up with him 
quite naturally, obeying every com- 
mand of his brain. There seemed no 
need of the two restraining men. Yet 
Dall did not tell them to release him 
until he was down in his basement- 
office with doors closed. 

“Call Carson!” Dall ordered as he 
sank into a chair. “Tell him to come 
over here, and to come quick!” 

While Quinn obeyed Dall sat in a 
chair, his mind awhirl with incoher- 
ent thoughts. There could be no 
doubt of it, he told himself, his legs 
had twice that night tried to bring 
death upon him, and chance alone 
had prevented it. It was his legs, 
and not he, that had each time sought 
to hurl him to death in the street! 
His legs? No, Roper’s legs! 

Dall’s eyes sought the oblong of 
newer, whiter cement in the floor at 
the room’s corner. Roper lay under 
that, he told himself. Roper could 
do him no harm. But Roper’s legs? 
There came rushing to Dall’s mind 
those last words Roper had shrieked 
as he had been dragged into that op- 
erating-room at the rear, his last 
yells of agony and hate. 

“You can take my legs, Dall, but 
you'll walk on them to hell! You'll 
walk on them to hell!” 

Dall’s hands clenched his chair’s 
arms until his knuckles showed 
white. He sought to command him- 
self. This was all moonshine, super- 
stitious folly into which he was 
working himself. Roper was dead, 
and how could Roper’s legs retain 
the hate of their former owner? How 
could Roper’s legs try to kill him? 

But they had tried to kill him, and 
twice this night! The truth rose in 
Dall’s mind and could not be 
smashed down by any effort of will. 
He was wearing the legs of Roper, 
of the man whose last cry had heen 
one of hate for himself. And, though 
attached to him, the legs were not 
part of him, but part of Roper still. 


123 


Part of Roper’s being and part of 
Roper’s hate! 

“You’ll walk on them to hell. 
You'll walk on them to hell—to hell 
a==tO—” 

“Carson’s here,” Burke announced 
from the door. 

“Send him in here at once!” Dall 
ordered. 


ARSON entered, his face pale 
and his eyes straying despite 
himself to the oblong of white ce- 
ment in the corner. With an effort 
of will he turned his gaze from it. 
“What’s the matter, Dall?” he asked. 
“Everything’s the matter,” Dall 
answered. “Roper’s legs are trying 
to kill me.” At Carson’s stupefied. 
expression Dall’s inner madness 
burst forth. “You heard me! Ro- 
per’s legs are trying to kill me!” 

Carson managed speech. “Now, 
Dall, calm down. You’ve been out 
for the first time and naturally 
you're wrought up.” 

“You fool!” said Dall bitterly. “Do 
you think I’m a nervous woman? I 
tell you I walked out to-night, and 
without any will of mine my legs 
jumped with me out in front of a 
taxi! Only luck saved me! Five min- 
utes later they tried to leap with me 
in front of two trucks, and if I had- 
n’t caught a post and hung onto it, 
it would have been all up. 

“Neither time did I have the 
slightest intention of making such a 
jump, mind you! And don’t tell me 
they were missteps, for they weren't. 
They were deliberate leaps on the 
part of my legs. Carson, you know 
how Roper hated me. Well, his legs 
retain that hate. They’re trying to 
kill me!” 

Carson had paled further as he 
listened, but he was still the calmer 
of the two. 

“Dall, listen to me. You’ve gone 
through a big operation, the biggest 
ever heard of, and you’ve lain for 
weeks recovering from it. Then to- 
night you go out to take your first 
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walk in the street and because your 
new legs play queer tricks on you, 
you jump to the fantastic conclu- 
sion that they’re still Roper’s legs 
and trying to kill you.” 

“But how explain it?” Dall in- 
sisted. “How explain that my legs 
acted without the slightest order 
from my brain?” 

“Dall, if you had a tenth of my 
medical experience you’d know that 
even in normal persons the control 
of the brain over the limbs often has 
queer lapses. Why, when my foot 
goes to sleep, or when my legs cramp 
when swimming, what’s that but a 
lapse of the brain’s control over the 
limbs? Everyone’s had such experi- 
ences. 

“Then what of your case, in which 
you've actually had new legs at- 
tached to your body, new nerves 
knitting to nerves, and bone to bone? 
It stands to reason, Dall, that in such 
case your legs would play even 
queerer tricks on you than in normal 
cases, Why, in walking you’re us- 
ing motor-nerves of your brain you 
never used before, so that at present 
your brain has an uncertain control 
over your legs.” 

“But that just proves what I’ve 
been saying,” Dall exclaimed. 
“They’re Roper’s legs, and my brain 
can’t control them all the time. Ro- 
per’s last thought was hate of me, 
and of you, too, and his legs are still 
controlled by that thought!” 

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Carson. 
“Dall, get up and walk slowly along 
the room here. I'll show you I’m 
right.” 


ALL rose and carefully stepped 
along the room’s length, Car- 
son watching his movements close- 
ly from the side. Dall walked like a 
man at the edge of a precipice, but 
his legs seemed to move normally 
enough. 
As Dall stepped more confidently 
back along the room toward the sur- 
geon, Carson nodded. “You see, 
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there’s nothing the mat—” he was 
Saying, when abruptly Dall’s foot 
shot out and tripped Carson so that 
he fell to the floor! Instantly Dall’s 
legs were lashing out in furious 
kicks at the fallen surgeon! 

“My God, Dall!” cried Carson as 
he sought to rise against the shower 
of fierce kicks. “Get back. You're 
killing me!” 

“TI can’t—the legs won’t obey me!” 
Dall screamed, his face white and 
distorted. “Quinn—Burke—come 
here and get me!” 

Quinn and Burke bursting into the 
room, halted in stupefaction at the 
sight of Dall kicking with terrific 
Savagery at the prostrate Carson who 
was shielding his head with his arms 
and trying to regain his feet. 

“Puil me away!” Dall shrieked to 
them. “Grab me and pull me away 
from him! Quick, you fools!” 

Bewildered, Quinn and Burke 
rushed forward and grasped Dall’s 
arms and jerked him from the fallen 
man. For a moment his feet still 
lashed out in vain kicks toward Car- 
son and then ceased their move- 
ments. 

Dali burst into a high-pitched, 
hysterical laugh. “Do you believe 
now, Carson? Roper’s legs nearly 
got you that time! You performed 
the operation, you know. Roper 
hated you almost as much as me. Do 
you believe now these legs of mine 
are still Roper’s legs?” 

Carson was staggering up, his 
bruised face ghastly in expression. 
“Keep holding him,” he implored 
Quinn and Burke thickly. “Don’t let 
him—don’t let them get at me! Oh, 
God, don’t let Roper’s legs get at me 
again!” 

Dall managed to get some grip 
upon himself. “Burke, get Carson 
out to his car and take him home,” 
he ordered his aide. “Quinn, you 
hold me here until they’re gone and 
then go upstairs and get Spinetti.” 

Whimpering and shaking, the sur- 
geon hastened from the room. 
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HEN Burke and Carson were 

gone, Quinn released Dall 
and hastened up to the house’s up- 
per floors. Left alone, Dall paced 
back and forth, his head throbbing 
wildly. He tried to think. 

It was true, then! Impossible, in- 
sane, but true! Roper’s legs, at- 
tached to his body, were still Roper’s 
legs, and had tried to kill him and 
to kill Carson, too! And if he went 
alone into the street, if he went any- 
where near danger, Roper’s legs 
would carry him into the path of 
death. He must not go out alone; he 
must keep his aides always within 
reach! But was this the freedom 
Dead Legs Dall had dreamed of in 
his wheel-chair? 

Dall’s legs seemed to obey him 
perfectly as he paced the room. But 
he knew—maddening thought!— 
they were but biding their time. 
When opportunity came they would 
try again to kill him. Was Roper 
laughing ; laughing somewhere in the 
beyond? Was Roper still screaming 
the words that seemed to enter his 
ears: “—walk on them to hell—walk 
on them to hell—” 

With a start Dall found that he 
had stopped pacing the room and was 
standing in a corner. He was stand- 
ing on the oblong of new, white ce- 
ment beneath which Roper lay! With 
a hoarse cry Dall jumped back, 
clutching a chair. His legs had tak- 
en him, without his knowing it, to 
the tomb of the man of whom his legs 
had been part! 

Was Roper laughing at him this 
moment? Was he? Dall set his teeth 
as Quinn returned with Spinetti. He 
was a fighter; he would fight this! 

Quinn and Spinetti approached 
him with some awe. “My God, Dead 
Legs,” Quinn was saying, “you were 
shouting there that these new legs of 
yours were still Roper’s!” 

Dall’s cold eyes swept him. “What 
if they are?” he demanded bitingly. 
“My legs may be Roper’s, but the 
rest of me is still Dall, and it’s 
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Dall’s orders you obey, isn’t it?” 

Spinetti crossed himself furtively, 
his eyes fearful upon Dall, and 
Quinn’s lean face was a shade paler. 
“I’m not bucking your orders, but 
this business kind of scares me,” he 
declared. “When Roper’s legs were 
put on you it was—” 

“That’s enough from you, Quinn!” 
snapped Dall. “You and Spinetti 
take my arms and help me up to bed 
—and keep a tight hold on me going 
up the stairs.” 


T took several minutes for them 

to reach Dall’s bedroom on the 
upper floor, Quinn and Spinetti grip- 
ping his arms tightly, though his 
legs made no untoward movements 
on the way. At Dall’s command they 
stayed until he was in bed. 

“Now I want you two to take-turns 
sitting beside the bed here until 
morning,” he told them. “If you see 
me make a move to get out of bed, 
grab me and hold me, do you hear?” 

“Sure, we get it, Dead Legs,” 
Quinn answered. At the name Dall’s 
rage flamed. “And don’t call me Dead 
Legs any more!” he shouted. 

Yet, as he sank back, Quinn taking 
the chair for the first watch, the 
name rang still in Dall’s ears. Dead 
Legs! The name that had been fa- 
miliar to him since childhood, but 
that had now a secret significance. 
Dead legs, yes, but not now the 
shrunken limbs that had won him 
the name. Dead Legs because now he 
wore a dead man’s legs, Roper’s legs! 

Roper’s face seemed passing be- 
fore him in the darkness, a grin of 
triumph upon it. Other faces passed, 
too, Carson’s drawn one and Quinn’s, 
but always foremost was Roper’s. 
He could not see whether the body 
below the face had legs, but Roper’s 
face was clear—Roper’s face— 

Dall crashed to wakefulness to 
find himself struggling with Spinetti 
beside his bedroom window. Quinn 
was running in to answer Spinetti’s 
shouts, and the two were holding | 
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him back from the window now. 
Then as Dall came to full wakeful- 
ness his struggles ceased. 

“Sure would have thrown yourself 
right out this window if I hadn’t 
been watching!” Spinetti exclaimed. 
“You sprang out and were almost to 
the window before I knew it!” 


ALL managed to speak after a 
while. “Take me back over to 
bed,” he told them, choking slightly. 
“Then you go down, Quinn, and call 
up Carson and tell him to come back 
here the first thing in the morning. 
You stay and watch me, Spinetti. I 
won't be sleeping again.” 

Despite Quinn’s call it was not 
early morning but almost noon of 
the next day when Carson arrived. 
The surgeon’s face was still deathly 
pale despite its bruises as he came 
into Dall’s basement-office. This 
time as he entered with Quinn he 
did not glance hastily at the white 
rectangle in the cement floor of the 
corner, but gazed at it with a fixed, 
fascinated stare. 

Dall watched him from his chair, 
his eyes red from sleeplessness, like 
Carson’s, and his face pale, but set. 
He smiled grimly as Carson, when 
he caught sight of Dall, shrank in- 
stinctively back with sudden terror 
in his eyes. 

“Don’t be afraid, Carson,” Dali 
said. “I had Quinn tie me in this 
chair before you came, and he'll not 
release me until you go.” 

“T’m not afraid,” Carson said 
hoarsely. “I think I’m past fear by 
this morning, Dall.” 

“Take hold of yourself, man!” Dall 
commanded him. “We’re in a jam, 
but I’m in it worse than you, and I’m 
not whining yet.” 

Carson smiled strangely. “You call 
it a jam! Dall, we’ve done a black 
thing, a thing of evil. We’ve sinned! 
Don’t try to pass it off as you’re try- 
ing. I tell you we’ve done a thing of 
horror, and we're starting to pay for 
it! You’re paying most, but even 
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though you forced me to do my share 
of the thing I’m paying, too! 

“Dall, I’ve been thinking, I’ve been 
remembering those last words Roper 
shouted to you. ‘You’ll walk on my 
legs to hell!’ I see that you remem- 
ber them. You’ve been thinking of 
them, too. Well, that’s what you’re 
doing. You've got Roper’s legs on 
you, and, somehow, God only knows, 
they’re doing what Roper wanted to 
do—they are taking you and trying 
to take me to death!” 

“Carson, I told you to take hold of 
yourself. What we've got to do is 
to find some way of stopping this 
thing. You put Roper’s legs on me. 
You've got to find some way of stop- 
ping these attempts of theirs to kill 
me!” 


ARSON stared hagegardly. “Some 

way of stopping it? Dall, there 
is one way in which this can be 
stopped, and only one way.” 

“And what’s that way?” Dall de- 
manded. 

Carson leaned tensely toward him. 
“That way is to take Roper’s legs 
off you again!” 

Dall exploded into fury. “Like 
heli! Do you think, Carson, I went 
through those weeks of aching pain 
to give up now? Do you think I'll 
surrender the legs I worked for and 
planned for and dreamed of having?” 

‘Dall, give them up,” Carson 
urged. “It’s the only way of saving 
you, of saving us both! I tell you, 
this thing has brought me almost to 
insanity. Roper’s legs on your body, 
trying to kill you, trying to kill me 
—give them up. You'll be no worse 
off than before.” 

“Tl not do it!” gritted Dall. 
“What if they are Roper’s legs and 
trying to kill me? I was never afraid 
of Roper himself, and I’m not afraid 
of his legs now even though they’re 
on my body!” 

Carson rose, his face a deathlier 
white than before and with a desper- 
ate resolve in his eyes. 
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“Dall, think! I’m the only surgeon 
living who will take them off for 
you! Any other would refuse and 
think you insane if you asked him to 
do it. And if you told your story 
they’d simply have you arrested ana 
tried for murder. I’m the only one 
who can release you, the only one 
who can free you from these legs of 
Roper’s that are trying to kill you. 

“You’re not fighting just Roper’s 
legs, but Roper himself, man. Roper 
who, somehow, from somewhere out 
there, is trying to kill you with these 
legs of his you’re wearing!” 

“And I'll fight him!” cried Dall. 
“I took his legs and Ill keep them 
despite Roper and all the fiends of 
hell!” 

“That’s your last word?” Carson 
asked, his face strange, his eyes turn- 


ing fixedly again toward the white 


oblong in the corner, and then back 
to Dall. 

“My last word, yes. Dead Legs 
Dall keeps what he’s got and has al- 
ways done so!” 


ARSON went out without an- 
other word, walking stiffly and 
strangely. Quinn and Burke entered 
in answer to Dall’s call, a hint of 
horror in their eyes as they met his. 
“Spinetti’s gone!” Quinn an- 
nounced. “Must have beat it just 
now. He was crazy afraid and bab- 
bling about devil’s work this morn- 
ing, and when I looked in his room 
now he and his things were gone.” 

“Damn him!” Dall exclaimed. “T’ll 
show him he can’t back on me, devil’s 
work or not. I’ll have him back here 
in two days!” 

“Want me to go out and get the 
boys started after him?” Burke 
asked. Dall looked levelly at him 
and laughed harshly. 

“You'd like to get out, too, would- 
n’t you, Burke? And you, too, 
Quinn? Well, you’re going to stay. 
No matter what devil’s work there 
is, no matter if I came out of hell it- 
self, I’m Dead Legs Dall and nobody 
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in this town forgets it. Come over 
here and untie me!” 

When Quinn and Burke had re- 
leased him from the chair Dall stood 
up and walked back and forth. His 
limbs seemed to obey every com- 
mand of his brain. Then suddenly 
like a flash they hurtled with him 
across the room to fling him with 
force against the wall! 

Dall’s outflung hands alone saved 
his head from crashing against the 
wall, but, as it was, he was jarred 
and bruised by the shock when 
Quinn and Burke reached his side 
and helped him up. He looked about 
him, half-stunned. 

“Keep holding me!” he gasped to 
them. “They'll get me even in here 
if they can!” 

“We can tie them together and put 
you in your old wheel-chair,” Quinn 
suggested. “That'll keep them from 
jumping around like that, and you’ 
still be able to move about.” 

“Go ahead, then,” Dall ordered, his 
face ghastly. While Burke went for 
the wheel-chair Quinn fastened his 
legs together. 

When they had lifted him into the 
chair Dall lay back, breathing hard. 
The horror upon the faces of his two 
aides was now undisguised. 

“Right back in the wheel-chair 
again,” said Dall bitterly. “All I need 
is the blanket over, my legs once 
more.” 

He shouted with sudden madness. 
“Are you laughing at me now, Roper, 
wherever you are? Damn you, are 
you laughing?” 

“For God’s sake don’t talk that 
way, Dead Legs,” Burke said. “My 
nerve’s going as it is.” 


ALL lay back, the other two 
withdrawing a little from him. 
A succession of heavy notes of sound 
seemed beating in Dall’s ears, me- 
thodical, steady. They changed from 
mere sounds into words, spoken 
words: “You'll walk on them to hell! 
You’ll walk on them to hell!” 
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The words seemed to be crashmg 
upon Dall from all sides by thunder- 
ous voices, yet somehow above ail 
those voices came the screaming 
curse of Roper. Then Dall put his 
hands over his ears, but he could still 
hear the words pounding into his 
brain. And as he turned his head he 
could see the white rectangle in the 
floor at the corner, under which lay 
Roper—Roper— 

The hoarse exclamations of Burke 
and Quinn pierced his mind and he 
woke to the realization that a con- 
vulsive movement of his bound legs 
had almost thrown him out of the 
wheel-chair! He gripped the chair’s 
arms just in time, holding on while 
his legs threshed wildly about. 
Quinn and Burke clutched the 
straining legs, held them, and in a 
moment they quieted. 

For an hour following that Dall’s 
legs were still, and then again they 
were kicking in wild efforts to throw 
him from the chair. Again Dall clung 
to the chair and fought them, with 
the other two aiding him. But when, 
in the half hour after that, the legs 
made two more attempts to hurl him 
out of the wheel-chair, Dall felt his 
mind breaking and giving beneath 
the horror. 

He fought the threshing and 
struggling of his legs, clinging wild- 
ly to the wheel-chair from which 
they sought to throw him. It was 
only in an interval of this terrible 
struggle that he became aware that 
he was alone in the room, that Burke 
and Quinn had yielded to their ter- 
ror and fled. In his struggle with his 
legs he had not heard the closing of 
the door. 

“Damn you, come back!” he cried. 
“Quinn—you and Burke—I’ll have 
you all bumped. I’m still Dead Legs 
Dall.” There came no answer. 

No answer but the silence of the 
white oblong in the floor at the 
room’s corner. Dall shouted to it. 
“You’ve not got me yet, Roper! Your 
legs haven’t got me yet! I can still 
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beat you. I can have Carson take 
them off.” 


E wheeled himself to the desk, 
and, grasping the telephone, 
called a number. He shouted hoarse- 
ly to the man who answered, “Tell 
Carson that Dall wants him. Tell him 
Dall wants him over here at once!” 
The voice that answered him was 
that of a well-trained servant, but it 
sounded strange. “But Dr. Carson 
can’t come, sir. He’s—” 

“Tell Carson he’s got to come!” 
Dall screamed into the instrument. 
“He’s got to take Roper’s legs off me, 
do you hear? Roper’s here under the 
floor, but his legs are on me and he’s 
got to take them off—take them 
ofa” 

“But Dr. Carson killed himself an 
hour ago, sir,” the other said. “The 
police are here now. I'll tell them 
you want Dr. Carson if you—” 

But Dall had hung up the receiv- 
er, was staring into blankness. Car- 
son dead, Carson a suicide! He re- 
membered Carson’s white, strange 
face when the surgeon had left him. 
Carson was dead, the one man who 
could have taken Roper’s legs from 
him! And even now those legs were 
again struggling, straining! 

But there was a way out, even so! 
Dall wheeled his chair away from 
the desk, out into the room. Yes, a 
way out of the madness rapidly over- 
taking his brain! With legs still 
threshing and twisting he wheeled 
his chair toward the door of the op- 
erating room at the rear. He turned 
there to shake a trembling hand at 
the white-cement oblong in the floor 
back in the office’s corner. 

“You’ve not got me even yet, Ro- 
per, you hear? I’ll beat you even 
now—even now.” There was a hint 
of determination in Dall’s wild mut- 
terings.... 


HE policemen and reporters in 

the little crowd were talking in 

excited voices as they came down 
(Continued on page 50) 
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